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THE GAMESTER 

One of the most remarkable figures in a century not 
Jacking in outstanding men was the Scottish banker- 
gemus, John Law. Born in 1671, son of an Edinburgh 
goldsmith, Law as a young man killed a certain ‘ ‘Beau 
Wilson in a duel. He was tried for this, and sentenced 
to death. But he contrived to escape from Newgate, and 

sever 1 n ? nt - There he lived on his wits for 

al years, speculating and gambling at the “tables” 

but also working out a system of financial reform quite 
revolutionary for the times. 

R afael Sabatini has taken the facts of John Law’s life 

most satisfying novels 

• ',* gr ' a * skiil h Z has drawn a brilliant picture of 
eighteenth-century France* 
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CHAPTER I 

DEATH OF A KING 

Mr. Law applied his uncanny gifts of calculation to a stocktaking 

of the events. . . ^ , , 

The great king by whose orders he had once been turned ou 

of France lay dead. In this there was no matter for wonder; for 
His Majesty was old, and kings, be they never so great, are mortal. 
Yet natural though the fact might be, not merely France but the 
whole civilized world held its breath in contemplating it. T. his king, 
at whose frown, according to Madame de Sevigne, the very earth 
trembled, had reigned so long, so imposingly and so absolutely that 
he had assumed in men’s minds a quality of immortality. 

Nor was it only his body that had perished. His glory had 
perished with it. The veneration in which he had been held was 
transmuted abruptly into execration and contempt. His subjects, 
no longer awed by the majesty of his existence, remembered only 
the hardships and sacrifices his splendours had imposed upon them, 
considered only the hardships and sacrifices they inherited from 
his rule in a nation that his magnificence left bankrupt and exhausted. 

His very obsequies had been marked by an indecency of 
jubilation. His body’s last journey to the vaults of St. Denis had been 
taken through a countryside where booths and tents had been set 
up for the junketings and rigadoons in which it was accounted 
fitting to celebrate his passing. He was scarcely cold before his will, 
which in life none had dared to thwart, was set at nought, and his 
testament, his last dispositions for the governing of France^ during 
the minority of the great-grandchild who was to succeed him, was 

torn up before the assembled Parliament. 

His nephew, Philippe of Orleans, assumed alone the office of 
Regent, which by dead Majesty’s bequest should have been shared 
with the Duke of Maine, one of the dead Majesty’s many bastards. 

Later, when Philippe of Orleans came to view at closer quarters 
the burden ambition had urged him to assume, it is possible that 
he may have wondered had he not been guilty of a rashness. In the 
moment of its assumption, however, he knew only satisfaction in 
l\is triumph. 
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his death of Louis XIV was to govern, as death will the 
course of many lives besides his nephew’s; but none perhaps more 

it had no apparent connection. The news of that death and of he 
circumstances attending it reached Mr. Law in Turin, where in 

the autumn of rtte .._■ ... 7 wxlcre m 


Savoy. His pa^port to the Savoyard^ fa™ had been a“om 
EfiommendS f M ° f ° rl<ans - The war mtli of that 

cation fcTt “ I S ° f alted a Parsonage provided mystifi- 

known of Mr f ^ v* when contrasted with what was 

nown of Mr Law. For, be it said at once, the Laird of Lauriston’<* 

Zatio^ tv' 1 * 01 ?' A fr0m -here he had 

been ™reH r i ^ P 2T & ** m ° re years a S°’ afte r having 

been sentenced to death for a duel in which he had killed his man 

ofh ad , SlnCe b “ n a ' vanderer ln Europe, with no means of livelihood 
other than gaming, by which it was notorious that he had amassed 

WM?,T fi ep0rt C0mputed this at four or fiv e million Hvres, and 

doubted 1 thtfh C C - r [ ain u y derated, it was no more to be 

‘^‘ he WaS nch than_that he could add to his wealth 


whenever he chose to approach the tables. 

In France it had been his mysterious skill with cards and dice 
and the vast sums he had won by holding a bank at faro at the house 

famous courtesan, La Duclos, which had led to his bein- 

of q Mce to f 1 ° nM T r d ’ ArgenS ° n ’ the Kin S’ s Lieutenant-General 

oaded his dice or marked his cards. It was universally recognized 

to he^-w'T SC , n ? PU 0Usly corrcct > and that his good fortune was 
abmtv anrf U d !° e y t0 3 mathemad cal genius and an incredible 

hands of less gifted calculators, and to facilitate his reckoning he 

minted for him. C ° UnterS ° f the value of ei § ht y Hvres, especially 

. , U P° n hl j expulsion from France, and perhaps because of it, 
had followed a similar lack of appreciation of his activities in 
he states of Venice Florence and Genoa; and so notorious was he 

b : C r e n th u at ‘VA U , nl,ke ' y that wlthout ^e credentials supplied him 
by the Duke of Orleans he would have been allowed to lin ger i n the 

dominions of King Victor Amadeus as a more or less honoured 


guest 
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charm of a personality which commanded the favour of His Savoyard 
Maiesty as it had earlier commanded that of his brother-in-law. ^ 

M Very tall and spare and of an excellent shape, he moved with 
the easy grace of a man proficient in every bodily exercise. His 
countenance was of a patrician cast, which, after all, did not belie 
his oriein for if his father—from whom no doubt he inherited his 
mathematical skiU-was no better than an Edinburgh goldsmith and 
banker, his mother, whom his looks favoured, issued from the noble 
house of Argyle. An early attack of the smallpox had, as sometimes 
haDoens left his face of a pallor that added curiously to its attractive¬ 
ness^ deepened the air of mystery that seemed to cloak him. // 
Hait trop beau , said of him a French contemporary, and so the women 
seemed to have found him, largely to his undoing in his early years, 
when, after his father’s death, he took his share of the family fortune 
to London, and dissipated it there in three or four years of reckless 

living- . , • • v 

Brought face to face with destitution, he sought salvation m that 
mathematical genius of which quite early in his father s counting- 
house he had given startling proof. He was to apply it further and 
ever more masterfully in a measure as he was matured by study, 
experience and observation in the course of his wanderings through 
Europe. As a result he gave the world a treatise on finance, Monty 
and Trade Considered , which had gone far to win him the regard of 
that gifted dilettante, the Duke of Orleans, and at present procured 

him at least the tolerance of King Victor Amadeus. 

He had sought more than this at the hands of His Majesty, and 
seeking it he had been careful to abstain in Turin from cards and 
dice. He flew at higher game then either could provide. The finances 
of Savoy were in a sad disorder. The incessant wars of Louis XIV 
had ruined not only France but all her neighbours. In the repairing 
of those fortunes Mr. Law perceived a game on a more engrossing 
and exhilarating scale than any that the tables could provide. 
Unfortunately, he failed to persuade His Majesty to let him play it. 
After some timid flirting with Mr. Law’s ideas, King Victor 
Amadeus had declared himself with finality. 

“My friend, I fully agree with Monseigneur d’Orleans. Your 
system appears to be everything that is shrewd and excellent. But 
appearances, we know, may prove deceptive. It is my duty to 
mistrust my judgment in a matter so profound and complex. If 
the system should, after all, be wrong, then ruin must follow', and 1 
am not powerful enough to ruin myself. 
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it 


J?” w “" »»“ ™ y«» AmU ™* lo ycJ 


himself 


^l^_ C ° Ur i e0US dismissaI , that word “me to him oftho™ 


William 


summons 


1 ft 1 h f e f 0ptlmist ^ Persuasion that he would be given the direction 
bvaSnrT/ Sa -'° y - F ortuitousl y William Law was accompanied 

llirrl Tri l i?l n K er , ? amed Pabl ° Alvarez a n,an with whom the 


banking 


Amsterdam 


Don Pablo had been in Genoa, soliciting for himself the repre- 

“ n n t °. f lbe °f St. George in England, whither he wl 
g g. n this he had failed, as he might have known he would, for 


mistrustful 


William I ° mper ' S . alC t ’ , however > b y meeting there his old friend 
. fI a b ' v ’ ' v ' ho had c °me by sea, on his way to Turin, and he 

service aCCOmpany him 80 as t0 offer his duty and 
service to the Laird of Lauriston. 


“After all, 


.■.«r my „, yi fa „i,i 

Geor g e » I am still for England, and Turin lies on my road. I 

J Zr,r rland ‘ Tedi ° UsI y slow > perha ps; but then my entrails 
revolt at the very' smell of a ship.” 


Semitic 


himself 


• ^ rx • ^ iuiauwu CApi CWCU lUUlSClf 

rapidly flovying French that was slurred and sibilant and eked 
out by a profusion of Spanish gesture that at moments made him 

e f^ Ue ’ e cou ^ serve Don Juan in England, let Don Juan give 

him his commands *t~-- » - ♦ • • - - - 


knew 


, “ . * ' o-iu U1CU WilO K.I1CW indT 

way roug the labyrinth of finance. Apart from that, England 
was rendered by its wealth a banker’s paradise; it was not, Don 

la bio thanked God, a country like France, reduced to beggary by 
the warring follies of a king who was now in hell. 

r sa * a salon of splendours on the mezzanine of the Palace 
o angnano. Eastern rugs glowed on the elaborate wood mosaics 
o t e pois e ^ floor; arresting portraits adorned the walls, an 
n anta of Spam, a prince of the House of Savoy, the children of 


King Charles I of England, all three by Van Dyck, besides some 
choice pieces by lesser masters. Heavy gilded furniture, precious 
porcelains and sparkling lustres completed a background of the 
magnificence that Mr. Law accounted proper to his own subdued 

elegance. _ 

The talk swung back the Spaniard’s strictures to French affairs, 

and now it was that Mr. Law learnt in detail how black was France s 
inheritance from the glorious sun-king whose effulgence had dazzled 

the world. 

“Faith,” he said when all was told him, “the only thing that 
surprises me is that you should still think of England when France 
must offer so rich a field to a man of your gifts. His French was as 
harsh as Don Pablo’s was liquid, but it was no less fluent. 

“France!” Don Pablo was explosively scornful. “You have not 
been listening to me. Gan penury offer a field to a financier? 
And then its government! In order to tear up the testament of King 
Louis and secure the regency for himself exclusively, the 
Duke of Orleans has been driven to make strange concessions. So 
as to purchase the suffrages of the dukes and peers, he has restored 
to them privileges which it was the work of Richelieu and Louis XIV 
to suppress. Instead of governing by secretaries of state, he has set 
up a council of regency for each department; unwieldy bodies to 
which he has appointed those whose support he required so as to 
exclude the Duke of Maine from the share in the regency ordained 
by the late king. Having accomplished this, Monsieur d’Orleans lets 
the rest go to the devil. So long as he is left in peace to his orgies, his 
supper-parties and his women, whoever chooses may govern France. 

“You conceive the conflicts that follow and the ensuing confusion 
in a country already crippled by the lack of money. Yet you suggest 
that fortune is to be sought there! My friend, you want to laugh.” 

The opening of one of the wings of the tall double doors 
constrained Mr. Law to postpone his answer. 

A woman in blue and gold of a richness almost excessive 
displayed herself upon the threshold. Moderately tall, her slim 
firm waist surged from the ballooning hoop to the swell of a breast 
in the display of whose white curves there was no reticence. Her 
dark, chestnut hair was partly confined by a lace cap, the last 
adaptation of the expiring fontange. Beneath this the face, very fair 
of skin, conveyed an impression of gentle purity, corrected only for 
the discerning by cheek-bones that were a shade too high and lips 
that were a shade too full. 
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A moment she remained at gaze; then, smiling without 
isiveness, smiling perhaps because she knew that smiling became 

J she forward on invisible feet. In English, her voice rich 

and musical she gave her brother-in-law welcome without excessive 

Z'I i S-m m t £ T 1 1 ^ ^ 


cordiality. 

Will” 


Laguyon 


“My dear Catherine!” William Law almost as tall as his brother 

and no less shapely, advanced to meet her, took her hands and bent 
to kiss them. 

“I wish that I could be more glad to see you. But I fear that we 
ave only disappointment for you. John will have told you that his 
swans, are, as usual, less than geese. Less even than farm-yard 
ducks. Over her brother-in-law’s shoulder her eyes seemed to 
discover at last the Spaniard, and her brow’s were arched. “But is 
it possible? Don Pablo Alvarez, is it not?” 

Don Pablo bowed himself as nearly double as his paunch 
permitted. “Honoured in your recollection, madame. My humble 
omages. His English was even more execrable than his French. 

I am to suppose,” she said as she surrendered a hand to his 
Iips,^ that John’s folly is to answer for your presence, too.” 

5 folI y! h°> madame, do you, then, discover folly in 
him. Might it please God I be as foolish!” 

This she construed as contradiction, and did not care for it. 

Give thanks that you are not. But I keep you standing.” She 

ound herself a chair, draped her hooped skirts about her, and 

ta e petulantly on.^ Has John told you that we are packing? It’s 

an occupation at w'hich I seem to spend my wretched life. VVe are 

to go on our travels again. You shall tell me, Don Pablo, that I am 
married to the Wandering Jew\” 

“Never shall I tell you that. Never! The Wandering Jew he 
travelled for punishment, and that could not be for any man w r ho 
has your ladyship for travelling companion.” 

«t T s ^ ru S implied repudiation of the laboured compliment. 

t will need more than gallantry to teach me resignation. I was not 
reared to be dragged with my children across the world. Nor is it 
as if we were willing travellers. We go because we are shown the 
oor. My pride will not accommodate itself—what woman’s w’ould? 

to being expelled from one country after another. You will agree 
that it is too much to ask of a poor lady.” 

To his discomfort Don Pablo suspected too much earnest in 
what he had supposed a jest. He glanced uneasily at Mr. Law, to 
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behold him standing in the cold indifference of one who does not 

choose to hear. It was left for William, conciUatorily,tofurmshareply. 

“You’ll not be forgetting, dear Catherine, that John has been 
hardly used by fate. Exile has been forced upon him; and the lile 

of an exile is seldom other than restless.” 

“Pray, Will,” said Mr. Law’s level voice, “do not be at the 

trouble of making yourself my apologist. Catherine, unfortunately 

has abundant grounds for complaint, as she has long since persuaded 

herself and me. I am not to deny it.” 

“You could not,” said madam, flushing. 

“Meanwhile,” Mr. Law continued evenly, “we are to take 

thought for our guests.” . . , . 

“I do not need to be told. Will’s room has been waiting for him. 

As for Don Pablo. ...” 

The Spaniard broke in. “Do not give me a thought, dear 
madaine. Alas, my plans shall not permit that I spend more than 
this night in Turin, and my baggage is at the Albergo Biancamano. 

I sleep there. For one night, you will see, it would be unpardonable 

to discompose you.” 

She remained ungraciously silent, wherefore, It shall be 
as you please,” said her husband. “But at least you’ll dine 

with us.” 

“That, at least,” she was quick to confirm, perhaps because of 
the opening it afforded for lamentation. We have seen little enough 

company during these dreary months m Turin. 

Don Pablo never heeded the plaint. “I ask myself who would 
refuse the invitation. I am too well acquaint’ w ith the delights of 

your table.” 

She rose. “I will give orders. By your leave, Don Pablo, and 
yours, Will.” 

Mr. Law, with formal courtesy, held the door for her, and she 
passed out, leaving them to resume the discussion her coming had 
interrupted. But it was not until later, after they had supped, that 

this gave indication of the fruit it was to bear. 

As Don Pablo expected, he found Mr. Law’s table in harmony 
with the subdued magnificence of his environment. His cook was 
a Bolognese, and there are no greater masters of the gastronomic 
art, as the Spaniard, whose appetite was gluttonous, protested in 
order to excuse his excesses. They drank Falernian with the crayfish, 
a well-sunned red Tuscan with the stuffed ortolans, and with the 
sweets there was champagne. 
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un ^f in mellow candlelight by footmen who moved noiselessly 

course of the recast assumed - _*- . ■ steward, the 


When 


PaViln cot u, i m v Wl,u dIlu roaaam nad rei 

ablo sat back with buttons eased, to voice his wonder. 


Most 


£*,*»?* LUCUUUS - A » board and amSeTd 

Fortune? 1 ” 7 ^ “* y ° U but ^ P am ^ d child of MadS 

tion snXon^^ f °°V> id Mr ‘ Law > and to ‘urn the conversa- 
scorn m ° re ° f ranCe ’ and thus renewed ^ Spaniard’s 

I ve said what I think of that bankrupt country where for 

sx'i’Sr « r ™ 

nothine?” 1 * “ 3 P° or J est Does on « extract something from 


nothing? 5 ’ 

“From „ 
by a little skill. 


93 


have known much 


2 ; 3 f “ d H ^T? thCre , 3 !; e . iUusi0ns - But here ar = Here 

friend ’ why do you not expiore 

‘‘You forget that France is closed to me.” 

It may have been. But you’ll hardly find it closed now, ruled 
y a pro igatc who has all the vices and wears them proudly Do 

wh^n 3off 7 ^ ‘ hat y ° U WCre turned out by the ^lice 

<!l' onered your services to King Louis?” 

before ?C'iLT ° U ? beCause 1 won too much at faro. But 

?emetua?r t S V^ ? 0ti , Ce ' The bigoted lecher, who was in a 
a Catholic ” ° f dcad y Sln > dec hned my services because I am not 


Quatre 
Not even superstitious. 


99 


‘‘Do not let us exaggerate. There was never yet a gamester 
WL out superstition. You all make votive offerings to Madame 
^* 0r «t* ne whom you all depend.” 

wi akl a 3 j e f Cpt ‘° n in my fav °ur. I prefer to depend upon my 
methods. And these depend upon a study of the laws of chance.” 


“So I’ve heard you boast. A contradiction in terms. Chance 
knows no laws. Chance is the negation of law. That is elementary.’' 

“In logic, perhaps. But not in fact. 

« Vamos, hombrel If a thing is demonstrable in logic, must it not 
occur in fact?” 

“Have you always found it so? Have you never speculated upon 

probabilities?" . 

“But probability is estimated by intelligent inference from given 
facts." 

“So is the turn of a card or the fall of the dice. If it were not, you 
would not have dined so well to-night. For a dozen years and more 
I have lived, and lived en prince, by cards and dice. Fortune may be 
blind, but it is possible to take her by the hand and guide her. The 
art of winning lies in the study of why men lose. Indeed," he ended 
on a more pensive note, “that may be the whole art of life. I do not 
know." His long countenance darkened. He took up a decanter. 
“Let me fill your glass, Don Pablo. This Tokay is from the cellars 

of an emperor." 

“And worthy of them, or I'm no judge." The Spaniard raised 
the full glass in a hairy paw, and fondly observed the wine glowing 
like a topaz in the candlelight. “However fortune comes to you, 
Don Juan, I pledge you its continuance." 

Mr. Law raised his glass in his turn. “May you find in England 

all that you seek there." 

William Law, watching him, observed the shadow that had 
crossed his face, and added it to other trifles he had noticed. But 
it was not until Don Pablo departed, and the brothers were alone 
together, that he came to utter his concern. 

Mr. Law had reverted to the subject of France and to what that 
day he had learnt of her affairs. “The news may be timely. Philippe 
of Orleans’ old interest in my system may not be dead. Nor is 
Orleans merely the debauched prince of Don Pablo’s account. A 
voluptuary certainly, yet a man of unusual vision and of many talents. 
I certainly might find my profit in the French distress. With no 
other aim in view it is worth a thought. It may even permit me to 
make amends to you for having brought you to Turin on a fool’s 
errand." 

“That need give you no concern. I was weary of Amsterdam, 
and I am quite ready to take a chance with you in Paris." 

“It will perhaps be best that I first test the ground there alone. 
There is much to consider. Catherine, for instance. She will make 
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ine scenes, of course. But that «h#» i*nii a* • «. 

S she 6 fage I 31 “ y g ° ing thCTC aS elsewhere^All W S to hem'll 

m"> HeZlT^S* 3nd flaUDt ^ ^ » re P roach 


always Ae sameV^* 5 **"* *** **' ^ “ Then il *» • • • it is 

deterSra W tion” ShOUld * ^ ^ d ° n0t chan S e s ^e by 

He S'?.™ LaW “T slow ‘y t0 stand beside his seated brother 

fte same long if less aquiline cast of countenance. Of the two you 
resolute ®" gemler and kindUer > and therefore the less 

. s P°h e on impulse, a hand affectionately on his brother’s 

shoulder. “I am sorry, John. I’d like fine to see you happy.’’ 

• a j a ? P ^‘ ^ iat 1S happiness? I have often wondered Once 
hands!” 1110,18111 *° it; but il went ]ike water through my 


a 


Which 


stance. 


J) 


it 


Frowning^ _ 

Substance?” he asked. 


“Catherine,” Will answered, to add almost impatiently: “Is 
she the true snhstan/v* _ F - uy> 15 


i nt . y i wiiu came to comiort vou in 

your hour of bitterest need, when you were a fugitive, exiled, outcast 
and discredited, the woman who threw away all for love of you 

hadoir A U ^ a H aU out of Inlhtuation for a worthless 

todXn, d r/° U f bsu 5 ei : shadow to stand between you, 

to darken your life with Catherine? Do you. .. 

t . p a i j ^ raised a checking hand—a lone - 

beautiful hand in its froth of lace. His tone, however, was dif- 

pas^onate. “No no, no, Will. All that is over and done with. I put 

it behind me when Margaret Ogilvy took up the succession to tiie 

Countess of Orkney and became King William’s mistress; when I 

understood how vainly I had killed Beau Wilson and thrust my 

neck into a noose. How else could it have been?” He laughed with 

reflective bitterness. ‘Could I have married Catherine else?” 


* my nun a even to your hurt. It 

wasting yourself on needless suffering.” 


John 


angry 


Mr 
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“No less. You took Catherine to wife in the bitter hour of your 
disillusion, took her and the love she brought you as an antidote to 
the poison in your soul. . . 

“I did not know her then.” 

“I am thinking that you did not know yourself. You’d be 
grateful for the devotion she brought you, touched by it, and 
maybe realizing how she had cast all away in coming to you, 
you’d be accounting it no less than a duty to marry her. But it was 
not gratitude Catherine craved of you.” 

Mr. Law spoke on a sigh, quietly, almost humbly. “Perhaps it 
was all I had to give. And God knows I gave it unstintingly 
until....” 

“Until?” 

“Until Catherine herself rejected it, revealed herself exacting, 
shrewish, cross-grained, intractable—as you’ve seen for yourself. 
She became—or maybe she was born—mistrustful and suspicious. 
These are qualities that grow by what they feed on. Resentful, all 
things to her are fuel for grievances. . . .” 

“Has she no grounds for resentment?” Will interjected. “Do 
you conceive that she has no intuitions, no sense of the ghost that 
walks beside you, the memory of the woman who was Beau Wilson’s 
wife until you made her a widow and King William made her 
Countess of Harpington in her own right?” 

Mr. Law looked up, still without sign of impatience. His smile 
was at once sad and quizzical. “You had ever a weakness for 
Catherine, Will. In you she possesses a stout advocate.” 

“I’m thinking she needs one, as you do, as you both do, if 
this state of unhappiness is not to be perpetuated. I tell you, 
John, that woman loves you. She’ll be labouring under a sense of 
defeat and frustration that sours her nature, whilst vou feed it bv 

+ 4 * 

resenting in your turn a state of things you have created. You’ll 
say it is no affair of mine. . . .” 

“I haven’t said so.” 


“You should know I am speaking from the love I bear you, 
John. I can’t remain indifferent when you are suffering.” 

“I understand. That is why I let you talk. It may well be, as 
you say, that I have no more than I have earned, and that I have 
no right to repine. I do not know. But suffering is too big a word. 

It is only the weak who linger in unhappiness. Life holds many 
interests for a man apart from love.’ 


“But not for 


a woman. Have you ever thought of that?” 




without 
command 


‘■Shall we drop the subject, Will?” he said. •‘Th^X”S 


I 


instead. It will be more profitable. 

• a & _ 


9 > 


interrupted to 

‘ views on that 


William 


Coming 


arguing 


«xswii SitiLrs 

persuadmg ft, Highness to give him in France the scope he sought 

William was a* roorNr o__ . r u o* ll » 


• . . , ' .. '**** w dudiiuon every other 

interest m order to place himself at his brother’s disposal. 

They talked late into the night, or, rather, Mr. Law talked 
xpoundmg at length those banking notions which he had carefully 


was taken. 


of K5n<y 

When at last he stood up and spoke of bed his d 


n * rlffi PaCk n ° ! atCr than to " morrow and set out within the week. 
nlJ! f ° und before 1 sum . mon you to join me. If the 


with 


i . r » . , ' - ° iwuw! mvuur as wn 

last I saw him, why then a golden prospect should lie before us.” 


CHAPTER II 


THE REGENT IN COUNCIL 

On a dull morning of late October qf that year 1715 a gathering 
o nobles and some others awaited the Regent in a spacious tapestried 
chamber of the Palais Royal, that palace built by a cardinal to 
express his grandeur and ceded by him to his king, as had happened 
once m England to another great palace built by a prelate. 

Dominant in this assembly, as was proper considering its 
purpose, were the members of the Council of Finance, all of whom 
were noble, and four of whom were dukes: the ascetically hands™™ 

haughty Noailles, who was President of the Council and conceived 
himself, not without some reason, of great authority in 
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matters; the rather epicene La Vrilliere, who discharged the func¬ 
tions of secretary; the dapper little Due de Saint-Simon, who was 
perhaps closest in the intimacy of the Regent, and who accounted an 
understanding of finance beneath the dignity of a gentleman; and the 
still foppish old Marshal Due de Villeroy, lean of shanks and with 
red-raddled cheeks, who was governor of the infant King and 
who shared some of Saint-Simon’s scorn of too close an acquaintance 
with affairs. Of the remaining eight, the most notable, on the score 
of his self-assertiveness and entire devotion to Noailles, was Rouille 
du Coudray, a gross untidy fellow with the flushed, veined counten¬ 
ance of the heavy drinker. 

With these members of the Council of Finance there were this 
morning eight Councillors of State, including the Marquis d’Argen- 
son, the King’s Lieutenant-General of Police, who from his sinister 
looks was known in Paris as the Damned, and the well-favoured, 
portly Chancellor d’Aguesseau, a jurist of talent and of an integrity 
that had become proverbial and was now imperilled only by too 
great a loyalty to Noailles. 

Whilst some of these gentlemen of quality lounged about the 
oval council-table and others formed groups in the embrasures of the 
tall windows that overlooked the vast courtyard, some thirteen other 


men, who had been especially summoned, held themselves modestly 
apart in the background, as became persons conscious of their 
commoner clay. They were France’s leading bankers and merchants, 
sober in dress and demeanour if we except that financial giant 
Samuel Bernard, whose long, lean person was gaudily ostentatious 
in purple coat, gold waistcoat and elaborate periwig. He, it is true, 
could claim nobility; for he had been knighted by Louis XIV for 
valuable pecuniary sendees. But because there was in France a 
sharp discrimination between the noble and the merely ennobled, 
he had wisely decided that his place was among his fellow-bankers. 

1 o the councillors this invasion of their debates by these enriched 
plebeians was an abominable desecration. Only the parlous state 
of the finances could bring them resentfully to submit to it. It 
intolerable that gentlemen of birth should be constrained to debate 
in the presence of vulgarians, particularly remembering the acri¬ 
mony in which their contentions commonly developed. It was an 
acrimony springing inevitably from the divergence of their views on 
the remedies to be applied and from the sharp rivalries by which 
theii political ambitions moved them. Wrangle as they might, however, 
they had made no progress towards the solution of the problem of a 




national debt amounting to two and a half milliards: for when out 

of a revpnii** rtf ««« -1 c _ n .... WIlcn out 


million 


discharged die annual expenses of government amounting to one 
undred and forty-two millions, they were left with a bare three 
millions out of which to find the interest for that monstrous balance. 

Tom the outset the Duke of Saint-Simon had ingenuously 
urged the convocation of the States-General and the dfclaration 
of a nauonal bankruptcy, as the only way to save the country from a 

r -TlV 6 rT the ., view a P rfnce sh °uld not be bound by 
the liabihties of his predecessor, and that the edicts of a king who 

a een lodged m the vaults of St. Denis were, like himself so 

commerce* h °- Ut Wha ‘ ever >' b °dy knew, which was that 

mmerce was languishing, industry paralysed, unemployment 

swelling datiy, the land devasted by war, agriculture ruined and 

amine already stalking the countryside; and he concluded that 

ere cou e no impi ovement until the finances were set in order 

wluch could be attained only by making a fresh and unencumbered 

n ; r !: C , ° ld Duke °f ViUer °y’ s Prescription had been a capital lew 

be U lfii n? SeaU> ? han , ceUor > “Hod in to give upon this foe 
benefit of his renowned wisdom and experience, had demonstrated 

b 1 f I’ 67 Set ‘ he CVy aS high as one-tenth they must find 

foe SserfrT “^- nSUra . te ’ tS ? evitable aggravation of 


. TT , i wac tuumry was already 

groaning. He submitted, however, an alternative. For years there 

ad been no surveillance of the farmers of the taxes, and it was 

known that they had taken advantage of this immunity so as to 

grin the very bones of the King’s subjects. Let their affairs be 

investigated by a special Chamber of Justice, as had been done under 

A Iet them be made to disgorge their 

illicit plunder. The yield should be rich. 

This was a matter still under consideration together with that 
of an arbitrary and not very honest reduction in foe interest on foe 
State Bonds and a still less honest devaluation of foe currency This 
last was an old expedient. The louis d’or had changed its value a 

score °( ut ““ ln a ! I " os ‘ as “any years. The latest depreciation, of 

OnPI f n nan _ % _ ^ 


■fifth 

millions 


r * r - - luucutcuness 10 com- 

pensate for foe further depression and disorganization of trade 
which had followed. 

There matters stood on that October morning when a dis- 
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gran tied Council of Finance was saddled with the unwelcome col¬ 
laboration of a band of roturiers. And there was worse. As if it were 
not enough to constrain these proud fastidious gentlemen to display 
the sores of the body politic to that plebeian audience, their lord- 
ships knew that they were summoned for the further derogation of 
listening to the opinions of a foreigner of no account, a man of 
whom no good was known, an adventurer who once already had 
been expelled from France. They mistrusted mysterious men, and 
mysterious they regarded this fellow who for years had lived entirely 
by gaming, a man of obscure origin, known for a dissipated past, a 
tragic duel and a romantic evasion from prison. 

It certainly did not mitigate his offence in their eyes that he 
should in the past few weeks have brought the Duke of Orleans so 
completely under the yoke of his spurious charms as actually to 
have been a guest at one of those supper-parties of the Regent’s 
which were the scandal of Paris and to which only the most intimate 
were bidden. 


For the rest, his very personality, his good looks and a bearing 
that so admirably blended pride and urbanity, were regarded as 
fraudulent by men who without actually possessing these attributes, 
regarded them as the exclusive right of persons of their station. 

They were brought from their lounging attitudes and ill- 
humoured inutterings by the sudden opening of the tall double doors 
and the loud voice of an usher, announcing: 

“His Royal Highness!” 

The Duke of Orleans, in grey velvet, a star of diamonds on his 
breast, short of stature, despite his high heels, and of a plumpness 
that was increasing as he approached his fortieth year, came in 
briskly, florid and smiling, rolling a little in his gait, and smelling 
faintly of musk. 


He was followed closely by a man who, by contrast, was of more 
than common height and of a singular ease of carriage. 

There was a scraping of chairs and shuffle of feet as the assembly 
stood respectfully to receive the Prince. 


The late King, who loved to savour his power, would have come 

t * 1 1 I * ^ 

m with leisured majesty, measuring his steps, hat on head; he 
would have considered them with the cold contemptuous eves of a 
god; he would have taken his seat, leaving them standing until 
he had delivered himself of an address amounting to no more than a 
statement of his will, \\ hich none would dare to gainsay. 

I^e«^ * .it had changed all this. Easy-going, affable, 




Careless of etiquette and impatient of ceremony, he came »« a 
head of the table, with that friendly smile on hfrpleasant conn,?* 

ance to set them at their ease, a friendly plump white hand tn D " 
them to their chairs. P * hand t0 wav e 

“Be seated, messieurs. Be seated.” 

He was bare-headed, and framed in the black periwig to rnrr* 

pond with his own black hair and eyebrows, his full countenance 

with its shapely nose and generous, indolent mouth was still 

uncommonly attractive, despite the high congested colour wkh 
which persistent excesses were stamping it 

C ? ngeS L ti0n ’ combined with ‘he shortness of his neck 
ad led Chirac, his physician to warn him that his hard-living might 

end m an apoplexy, all that he had found to answer with his LJl 

laugh was: “And then? Do you know of a pleasanter dearth 

His expression, singularly winning, gathered an increase of 

gentleness from the short-sightedness of his blue eyes one of whirl, 

was perceptibly larger than the other. Y ’ W “ C1 

However much his exterior might announce the careless 

ntSlT ^ h f C0Uming eXCepti0nal — 

match them and the strength of will to keep his self-indul«nce 
within reasonable bounds, his fame must have stood high m 

Bavarian mother spoke truly enough when she said that the'fairy 

godmother who v,;* u;„+u j i_ . . ine IaiI 7 


talents save only the talent of making use of them. ^ ^ “ 

Under his insistent gesture the nobles rustled into their olaces 

•‘SSS2*•!“.' 


Monsieur 


Thus he translated the Scottish ’title of Tai^ -v, • , 

intent to command from these stiff-necked gentlemen theToSd^ 

non due to birth, whilst “Lass” ‘ ’ consiaera- 

M A . 


rhyme 


“Helas ”—was the 


. * . ' - w W1U1 i 

pronunciation the Scot’s name obtained in France. 

ba ^ brou S ht h! m.” the Regent pursued, “in the belief that the 
great mathematical talents which have made him famous in all 

urope, and his exceptional understanding of finance may prove of 
assistance to us m our difficult deliberations.” X P 

^. ( Then > lo °Hng beyond the councillors, who, cold-eyed and some 
with curling lip remained glumly silent, he addressed the group 

“wC f r Wna fin . anC,er r \ modest ly huddled in the backgrLid! 
ith the same object I have required the presence of you other 

gentlemen, who are foreign to our Council so that we may have the 



advantage of your expert views upon the expositions with which the 
Baron has consented to favour us.** 

He sat down, leaving Mr. Law to bow stiffly to the company 
before taking his own seat on the Regent’s immediate left, imperturb¬ 
able under the scrutiny of which he was the object. These gentlemen 
loved him no better for his indefinable air of grandeur in harmony 
with the flawless elegance of all his appointments. 

His full-skirted coat of heavy ribbed silk of the colour of cinna¬ 
mon was fastened only at the w r aist by three of the small gold buttons 
that ran in a close-set line from neck to hem. His bulging ruffles 
were of the finest Malines, and an emerald of great price glowed 
on his Steenkirk of black satin. The lean patrician countenance 
between the heavy wings of his black periwig w r as sternly placid. 

As d’Argenson was to express it later, to the deep mortification 
of Saint-Simon: “Our nobility is proclaimed by our clothes—this 
rascal’s is imprinted on his skin.’* 

The amiable Regent continued the commendatory introduction. 
Monsieur Lass, who had his full confidence, and who had now 
closely studied the details furnished him of the state of France’s 
unhappy affairs, came to them to propound a definite system. 
His Highness would say no more than that he should not have 
troubled Monsieur Lass to appear before them if he did not 
regard this system as worthy of their earnest consideration. 

“Monsieur Lass, the w’ord is with you.” 

Mr. Law', still cool under those hostile eyes, perhaps, indeed, 

stimulated by them, came to his feet again, and very quietly, his 

tone conversational, his delivery so easy and fluent that his harsh 

foreign inflexions were scarcely remarked, began to address 
them. 

“His Royal Highness has done me the honour to acquaint me not 
only, as he has told you, with the financial difficulties of the king¬ 
dom, but also with the various proposals which have been urged by 
this Council for their solution. Of these proposals some, I under¬ 
stand, have already been put into practice and have proved sterile, 
or very nearly so. Before tw r o proposals vastly more far-reaching in 
their effects I am informed that you hesitate, and in my view this 
nesitation does credit to your judgment.” 

The old^ Duke of Villeroy sniffed audibly in resentment of a 

commendation which he accounted an impertinence. It earned him 

a lepressive frown from His Highness, and the utter indifference of 
Mr, Law. 
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“One of these proposals is the declaration of a national bank¬ 
ruptcy, the other is the establishment of a Chamber of Justice by 

which it is hoped to bleed the tax-farmers of their illicit gains in 
recent years. 

“The first—the repudiation of the debts of His late Majesty- 

must provoke the bitter resentment that ever waits upon dishonest 
practices in those who govern.” 

“Dishonest 1” It was an angry interjection from Saint-Simon, 
who had fathered the proposal. He glared at the Scot out of a 
swarthy countenance suddenly congested. His black brows, natur¬ 
ally arched, flanking his beak of a nose, lent him the expression of 
an angry owl. 

“That is what I said. If I am to be understood, if I am to be of 

service, I must call things by their proper names. Euphemisms may 

serve to gloze a fact; they do not alter it. I describe repudiation as 

dishonest because since the King never dies, the King's debts remain 

the King’s debts, They are the debts not of the individual, but of 
the office.” 

Before Saint-Simon could utter the rejoinder his fretful air 
announced, the Regent had forestalled him. “Parbleu! that is 
the phrase that I have sought but failed to find. It gives you, mes¬ 
sieurs, in a dozen words the complete and final argument!” He 
waved his plump white hand. “But I interrupt you, Monsieur Lass ” 
Nor, said Mr. Law, is dishonesty all that can be urged 
against it. Repudiation must create such confusion as to bring 
the affairs of the Kingdom to a chaos from which it is difficult to 
discern the issue. You will have witnessed the bankruptcy of an 

individual, and you will have seen the utter ruin and destitution_ 

almost the obliteration—of that individual’s family. But can you 
picture the national ruin, the terrible disruption that must attend 
the bankruptcy of the State. It needs imagination to perceive the 

full horror of the spectacle. But I will endeavour to help you to 
perceive it if you wish it.” 

“It is not necessary,” said the Duke of Noailles, who had never 

favoured the course, whilst .Saint-Simon with an ill-humoured 
shrug sat back in his chair. 

Having received that assurance, Mr. Law passed on to deal with 
the question of the Chamber of Justice. In equity, he admitted, 
there could be no objection to it, nor yet in expedience. Because 
of the odium in which tax-gatherers are ever held the measure 
would certainly be received with public jubilation. 
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If however, they would look closely into what happened under 
King* Henri IV, when Sully set up such a tribunal, they would 
discover that so heavy were the expenses it entailed, so considerable 
the army of administrators to be salaried, and so vast the corruption 
almost inevitable m their ranks, that most of the plunder merely 

passed from one set of robbers to another. 

The profit to the State, he concluded, was negligible and certainly 

far from compensating for all the labour involved. 

“By Your Highness’s leave!” The interruption came from the 
Marquis d’Argenson. Big, swarthy, and masterful in his startling 
ugliness, some part of his sixty-three years dissembled by his heavy 
ilack periwig, the Marquis had developed during twenty years as 
Lieutenant-General of Police all the attributes of the bloodhound and 
in his heavy-jowled countenance something of a bloodhound s 

traits. 

It dismayed him to hear this adventurer whom once he had 
turned out of France, calmly and authoritatively sweeping away 
the notion of prosecutions which as Lieutenant-General he 
instinctively cherished. 

The Regent’s nod, giving him leave to speak, brought him to 
his feet. He delivered himself shortly, in a deep booming voice that 
well became the forceful eloquence he could at need command, so 
that as an advocate he was without a rival. 

“To what Monsieur le Baron says of the operations of the 
Chambre Ardente under King Henri IV I am prepared to testify. But 
his a priori contention—nay, his gratuitous assumption—that what 
happened then must happen now is inadmissible. His only evidence 
is his opinion.” He sat down, conceiving that on this point at least 
he had checked his man. 

A gentle smile quivered on Mr. Law’s thin lips. “Monsieur le 
Marquis will be acquainted with the saying that history repeatj 
itself. His great experience of mankind will inform him, I am sure, 
that men do not change however circumstances may vary *.’ 5 The 
tone of his insistence was so courteous as to be innocent of offence. 
Without waiting for the Lieutenant-General to reply, he went 
straight on: “However, this, too, is an opinion of my own, to which 
each of you will attach the importance that seems good to him. 

“Let me return for my purposes to the question of bankruptcy. 
The notion of its necessity held, gentlemen, by some oi you, is—I 
do not hesitate to make the assertion—based upon a fundamental 
error: the belief that the nation is, in fact, in a bankrupt state.” 



Saint-Simon expressed his astonishment in a sour laugh “And 

can you say that it is not?” b * d 

‘‘With all the emphasis at my command,” he announced, and 

went on to do so. They might say of a nation possessing the almost 

nexhaustible resources of France that it was bankrupt only by the 

utter misconception of what constitutes wealth. The Treasury might 

be empty, and the State without money to meet its needs. But money 

was not wealth; it was merely the vehicle for its circulation; like 

blood, which without being life, nevertheless, carries life and warmth 
to every part of the body. 

_ J he ™ ealt *! of a nation *ay> he asserted, in the industry and 
productivity of her people, in the fertility of her soil, in the freedom 

nd volume of her trade, in the genius, inventiveness and applica- 

5° th0Se wh ° develo P her ar ts and crafts or direct her commerce 
When you come to agree with this, as agree you surely must, you 

concem^ 1 ^ ^ 1 ^ ^ France is rich heyond all need for 

He paused there as if for a reply, and the Duke of Noailles, 

sauve arid courtly, took advantage of it to address the Regent, 
ww Monsieur T - r • -- G 


wish 


_ , ..» puiciiuai weaitn, 

hiist our need—-our urgent need—is for actual, immediate wealth : 
ments 1 ” ^° r mone y w hh which to meet our pressing engage- 


* inclined his head in acknowledgment, and his s mil e 

invited Mr. Law to answer. 

“If it were not my purpose,” said the Scot, “to show how wealth 
that is potential may be rendered actual, my presence here would 

bC xat* u C impert . inence * Give me yonr patience, messieurs.” 

r n". a seducdve fluency of speech and a lucidity of phrase that 
cast full light into the dark corners of his theme, Mr. Law expounded. 

. ® began with the admission, which here seemed supereroga- 

tive, that where currency is in short supply for purposes of trade and 

the hire of labour, productivity, which was the creation of wealth, 

must of necessity be retarded. It Mowed, therefore, that for a 

nation s prosperity, its supply of currency must always be equal 
to its needs. 

Impatient shrugs and one or two short laughs scorned the 
notion of bringing an obscure foreigner to weary them with such a 
isclosure of the obvious, hlonsieur de Noailles, as if losing interest, 
drew a sheet of paper forward, dipped a quill and began to sketch. 
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But soon came matter that was to startle him and the others out of 
their scornful impatience. 

Mr. Law invited them to cast a glance at the banking methods 
of Holland, methods which had built up her great prosperity. 
“Methods which will be familiar to you gentlemen of this Council,” 
he unwarrantably assumed, “and even more familiar perhaps to 
you other gentlemen who are professedly merchants and bankers. 
It is in those methods that I discover authority for my own theories.’* 

This brought him to the contention that if it was correct to hold 
that the present crisis in the affairs of France resulted from the lack 
of currency, then the first measure in order to mobilize the nation’s 
resources was to increase it. If they regarded this as impossible, it 
was only because, wedded as they were to the notion of a metal 
currency, they did not at all perceive that gold and silver were not 
necessities. Paper could not only take their place, but it could do so 
with manifest advantages to trade, since paper is conveniently 
portable, easily circulated and readily replaced. 

At this Villeroy exploded. “Paper the equivalent of gold and 
silver 1 God save us! That absurdity is too easily exposed. A louis d’or 
from which you have effaced all imprints still retains its value as a 
piece of gold. Can that be pretended of paper?” 

“No. But if the paper is known to be convertible into gold on 
demand its value will be the same.” 


He elaborated this by the contention that in order to render 
paper acceptable all that was necessary was to establish credit, 
and so came to his proposal for the accomplishment of this. It lay 
in the foundation of a State Bank on the model of the famous Bank 


of Holland, but more perfected and of wider scope. Such a bank 
would possess the privilege of issuing paper money, which he would 
term bank-notes; it would discount commercial bills, open accounts 
for traders, make transfers of funds from one centre to another. 


support trade and agriculture by loans, collect the taxes and 
thereby abolish the bad and wasteful system of tax-farming, provide 
the royal revenues, and become the depository of gold and silver 
specie as funds of guarantee for its paper issues. 

“Thus,” Mr. Law ended, “a general credit may be established 
that will offer advantages to every party in the State.” 

Pausing there, he observed on almost every countenance 


there, 


every countenance 


scepticism, and on some even consternation. The proposal was too 

empirical, too revolutionary, as it seemed, for the stomachs c f these 
gentlemen. 
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with a stare of undisguised conTempT But Tt ^ 

mouthed Rouill<5 du Coudray, wL as Sr of fc 

bmally in^s n C e 0 e? Ut0r ’ *° ^ th ° U S ht > a »d voice it 

Jf" have used the word credit very freely. I wonder what 
exacdy « means to you. It should be interesting to hear 

Credit IS rsspntialltr {"nUU _ .t . T * 


«‘Ah^Fakh ” C CrT tT ^j 1 * h sim P^ e answ er. 

AH. laith. Coudray laughed noisily. “That is the an nf 

".Xu” m ™ 

from tJX, JCg* "">■'“"'I’ ” 

“ l£ m f. y be within VO® knowledge—it is certainly within that of 

S>d nS-cwVdS^ ;r h C0 T erCe_tha£ 1116 ca P ita] of inkers 
the nTStrtl&“± y ^ -hich removes 


payments 


would r^rfnlnixr *ui , ' “ possiDie to every trader 

universal banker, and rentrall^c oil _ - mes 


:imilarly 


“But let me widen the definidon of creii sSlTrAer It is an 
anticipauon of the future, which it sets in circulation as a value or 

mbeen W e 0 v r ot’H Ul V ^ PerCept! ° n ° f a va ! ue -hich has’not’ 
nevertheless exists n anrl a • :tlVIt h• , 1 °* y ? r Ka mobllizeci > but which, 

SsLSJdds ad°v US f and StimulatedJ for U is a fa « that credit 

SSL? i:z nt zrzzT: * at . ^ ™ ^ 
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increased almost without measure.” 


uncompromising 


censure. “A gamester’s reasoning.” 

his Zkd face’ < P Tdfth ° W V‘ ller0y a S reed > a gviu of disgust on 

nfriieHH ffI-' 1 fr, hC leaSt that can be sa id of it.” And the snap 
The Ph T Seemed t0 add viciousness to the asserdon 

“Give meJefve Ce H° r i, d Ag ,'f I l seau “tervened, to ask a question. 

aS f f f °V he moraent * he question of currency, we hav^ 
not yet heard to what extent and by what means it would be applied 
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to the mobilization—as Monsieur le Baron expresses it—of those 
resources which he rightly discovers in the State.” 

“Will you tell them, Monsieur Lass?” the Regent invited. 

“Without difficulty. The aim would be to form a central board 
to direct and control all great commercial undertakings, to provide 
occupation for the poor—that is to say, the workers—by the encour¬ 
agement of mining, fishing, manufacture and the rest, and to 
effect a sensible reduction in the rates of interest.” 

In a voice that crackled with indignation the old Marechal 
flung in the question: “Is it, then, proposed that the King should 
turn banker and trader? Such a thing may be possible in the country 
of Monsieur Lass; but in France. ...” A gesture concluded the 
sentence, words failing him in which to express his disgust. 

It stung the Regent into sharpness. “Not the King, Monsieur le 
Marechal. The State. Pray perceive the difference.” 

“His late Majesty,” grumbled Villeroy, “did not perceive it. 
We have it upon his authority that the State is the King.” 

Ignoring the retort, the Regent nodded to the Chancellor, whose 
glance again begged leave to speak. 

“The opinion, monseigneur, which I feel it my duty to express,” 

said d’Aguesseau, “is that to found a system of finance upon the 

basis proposed would be to plunge the State, and consequently the 

entire nation, into all the risks of commercial speculation without 

the guarantees of that enterprise, zeal and prompt resolution which 

able and experienced men of affairs—and others do not survive to 

count—are alone able to bring to their undertakings. Shopkeeping 

and government are activities that call for very different qualities 

and very different knowledge. To combine the two is to succeed 
in neither.” 


Considering the Chancellor’s great reputation for clear-sightedness 
and his renowned integrity, and hearing the general murmur of 
agreement with him, Mr. Law already perceived here his defeat. 

v_. . . . ' * 


murmur 


to exhaust itself when support came from the last quarter in which 

he would have sought it. D’Argenson had reared his great black head, 

oavy eyebrows knit above bold eyes, to apply a check to the hasty 

scorn that was threatening to bring the meeting to an end. He 
drawled in sarcasm. 


Are we not in danger, monseigneur, in yielding to emotions, 

iiO oubt lofty in themselves, to overlook that we are no longer in 
a position to afford them?” 
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<, A ‘‘ I ,. should ^ ve thou ? h ‘ .so.” His Highness answered on a sigh. 

Another consideration which I would have you bear in mi!L 

“»*» ; k 

ClCut bv his rC2.din^ss tn rnm^ VwafX**** 4-"U__ _*i « r ... 


ar \ h J f r^’ 5«*«*uwn. I ou Will remember also that his views 
onr £y , of «* ™ of 


matical acuteness, 
caught his eye. 


9 > 


singular 


Argenson purposefully 


;;Y° U have something to add, Marquis? 5 * 

“The Chancellor, no doubt rightly, in his wisdom, has confined 
hts censure to that part of the Baron’s system which is concerned vdth 

commercial enternns*. AnH + 1 , 0 * t . wim 


Monsieur Lass, it will 


banking 


oppose ,0 it. It remains, however, that to carry out th“ “f Ae 
system time will be needed, much time, the time between sowing 

there can be for our immediate needs, which are of a detracting 


urgency. 

whilSled^K qUiS, r Said Mr ‘ Uw >. : <has overlooked that 

wnicxi I imagined to be lmphcit m my exposition. 

All royal revenues would be paid into the State Bank by the 
ax-farmers, and to the extent of those payments the bank would 
issue to the Treasury its notes in the values most convenient for 
circulation. All those to whom the State is indebted would receive 
irom the Treasury payment only in these notes, which they may at 
their pleasure exchange for specie at the bank, none, however, being 
compelled to retain them or even to accept them in the course of 


And now, at last, the Due de Noailles, the President of the 

Council, its oracle in money-matters, tossed aside his pen, and 

expressed himself. “In that case, Highness, I perceive no purpose 
m txiesc DanK-notes. 


“And yet, 55 he was answered by Mr. Law, “I do not hesitate to 
assert that once their utility is realized, with assurance that specie 

may be had for the paper whenever desired, men will eagerly 
prefer it to coin. The incomparably greater facility of handling 
currency in this form alone will make it preferable. And once 
confidence m the paper is established you will perceive that 
bank, by an issue of notes equivalent to the amount of specie^ 
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holds, will double at once the capital which it may apply to financial 
operations. For every million in gold, which it will retain as a fund 
of guarantee, it may confidently, and safely issue a million in paper 
currency.” He paused for a moment before adding: “That, I think, 
is all that I can profitably tell you.” 

With a glance that begged the Regent’s leave, he resumed his 
seat, dabbing his lips with a fine handkerchief. 

The Regent cleared his throat. His expression was not happy. 
“You have heard Monsieur Lass, and whatever views you may hold 
on his system for the alleviation of our difficulties, you will wish 
to felicitate him upon the clarity with which he has explained it. 
Before the Council pronounces upon it, I should be glad to hear the 
opinions of you others, of the world of trade and finance who have 
been good enough to attend. If you please, messieurs.” 

A merchant named Lenormand and one other after him pro* 
nounced at once in favour of the establishment of the proposed bank. 
A third, less downright, opined that it might be useful at some time 
other than the present. And then the opulent contractor, Samuel 
Bernard, perhaps because annoyed at not having been allowed to 
speak first, as he accounted due to his rank amongst them, and so as 
to put down those who had usurped that privilege, condemned the 
system in uncompromising terms. Using arguments similar to those 
of the Chancellor, he stigmatized it as dangerously speculative, and 
because of his renowned financial ability, he swept with him every 
remaining member of his class. 

After the last of them had spoken, the Regent thanked them for 
their attendance, and gave them leave to depart. 

They went out backwards, bent double and clustered ludicrously 
together as if for mutual support under the haughty eyes of the 
nobles. 

When the doors had closed upon them, His Highness required 
the votes of the members of the Council and invited the Duke of 
Noailles, as its president, to lead the way. 

Mr. Law leaned back in his arm-chair, and dabbed his lips again. 
It was the only sign he gave of any feeling, and this was not readily 
to be interpreted. In his shrewdness he could have no doubt that 
already the dice had fallen against him. The deadly cast made by 
ci Aguesscau had been confirmed by Bernard, who was destined 
before long bitterly to regret tl*it presumptuous condemnation, 
^et one desperate attempt Mr. Law made, with the Regent’s 
teave, to amend the throw' before it was too late. 
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. i s o n0 more than a word of warning against permitting the 
views of Samuel Bernard and his kind to impress you unduly. You 

will not overlook, gentlemen, that a system such as mine would 

make an end of the enrichment of all Samuel Bernards. Their 

monopolies would be wrested from them to be vested in the 

His hostility, to my system is the measure of his fearof^its sucfeS 

Do me the justice, gentlemen, to bear that in your minds Then 
you will be doing yourselves justice also.” 

He had done, and he sat back again, to hear Monsieur de 
JNoailies. 

His Grace courteously confessed himself persuaded of the utility 

of the proposed bank, but he could not find that the time was 

suitable for its establishment, particularly in view of the opposition 

of the merchants, whose support must be considered essential to its 
success. 

He urged that, instead, the Council should devote itself to 

economies and the suppression of all useless or avoidable expen- 

mture. This and the perception of the attention devoted to affairs by 

His Highness should suffice gradually to restore the nation’s confi¬ 
dence in the government. 

The Chancellor followed with the simple assertion that he was 

completely in agreement with Monsieur de Noailles, and that 

nothing that he had heard could cause him to change the opinion 
he had already expressed. 

Rouille du Coudray was another who could add nothing to what 

he had said already, and he repeated it: “Which is that what we 

have heard is a gamester’s proposal, as might be expected, consider- 

mg the . source of it. The views of Monsieur Lass are perhaps 
natural in a man of his nationality.” 

Whilst His Highness was frowning his disapproval of this 
offensiveness, the others who followed to damn the system, damned 
it at least in the more courteous terms employed by Noailles. 

^ Monsieur de Saint-Simon was even generous in his opposition. 

I account it excellent in itself and likely enough to succeed in a 
republic or in a strange kingdom such as the English, where the 
sovereign cannot levy a tax without the vote of Parliament; a 
country where letters of cachtt are unknown, and where a certain Mr. 
Locke is permitted impudently to set up a natural right in opposition 
to divine dynastic right; a country in which the finances are 
governed solely by those who furnish them and who furnish them 
to the extent and in the manner which they think proper. But I 
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fan see 310 success for a system of that kind in an absolute monarchy 
such as France/* 

Only the voice of d’Argenson, in all that Council, was raised in 
Mr. Law’s favour. Unintimidated by the unanimous body of 
contrary opinion, and at no pains to dissemble his contempt for it, 
the Lieutenant-General forcefully opined that the bank of Monsieur 
Lass’s happy conception, properly regarded, would be, in fact. His 
Majesty’s cash-box, and would permit them to sweep away the 
tax-farmers with immense profit to the State. 

It was a conception certainly worth a trial, and, if properly 
conducted, the Lieutenant-General could not doubt that it would 
have the effect of easing their difficulties. 

It was a stout defence delivered by d’Argenson with jaw out- 
thrust and that defiance of contradiction which made him so formid¬ 
able an advocate. But his single voice, however, sonorous and 
forcible, could not stifle that of the main body of the Council. 

The Regent sighed once more in reluctant resignation, and 
looked ruefully at Mr. Law. It no longer needed the apologetic 
expression of that full, pink face to tell the Scot that his cause was 
lost. He could not conceive it to lie in the nature of this amiable, 
easy-going prince, whatever his personal convictions, to exert 
himself to the extent of successfully opposing the hostility confront¬ 
ing them. 

Once only in his short career since the late King’s death had 
His Highness roused himself from his moral indolence to do battle. 
That was when he had demanded of the Parliament the destruction 
of the will of Louis XIV with its provision that Madame de 
Montespan’s legitimized bastard, the Duke of Maine, should share 

with the Duke of Orleans the Regency of France and the guardian¬ 
ship of the young King. 

With the vigour and something of the majesty of his departed 
uncle he had then constrained the Parliament to exclude the Duke 


of Maine from those otlices, leaving himself in the sole possession 
of the Regency. 

All that, however, as Mr. Law reflected, was a battle fought and 
a victory won for his own prerogatives, and nothing less was ever 
likc-ly to rouse him again to a similar display of energy'. 

He sat in silence for some moments after the last member of his 


Council had spoken, his chin in the laces at his throat, his brow 
rumpled in thought. 

It may be that this was one ol those moments in which he cursed 

_ _ j 
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the political expediency which had led him to set up the various 

tstvpm i | 1 1 . i ^ ■ i ^ was one, instead of 

furnAM^r n ‘ S,CrS f oul f™ ore be governed in their 

tur -A 1 last " e expressed himself m a weary tone. 

‘The Marquis d’Argenson, messieurs, has perfectly uttered mv 
own opinion. It is an opinion, let me say, to which I have be^n 
guided by that masterly essay Money and Trade, of which Monsieur 
Lass is the author, and of which each of you has had the advantage 
of being furnished with extracts. Had it been otherwise, had I taken 
a less confident view of the advantages offered by his system, I should 

DOt have Dllt Mnnsiwir Tom _Li* _c __ • i n 


xpla 


coming 


. i ^ believmg in it, as I do, it follows that I must deplore that 

with the single exception of Monsieur d’Argenson, you should 

pronounce against it. However, your unanimity leaves me no 

choice, profoundly though I regret it. It remains for me only to 

eclare the project abandoned and that we must look elsewhere for 
the solution of our difficulties.” 

. Abruptly, with a hint of weary ill-humour, he ended: “There 

is no reason why I should detain you longer to-day, messieurs. You 
have my leave to withdraw.” 


chapter in 

THE EARL OF STAIR 

There is no gamester worthy of the name who cannot lose without 
change of countenance. And although John Law had played for a 

stake not of mere thousands, but of millions, his placidity did not 
desert him. 

His Highness had detained him after dismissing the Council, 

and it was as if to express an undiminished sense of esteem that he 

leaned upon the Scot s arm as they passed along the noble gallery 

leading to the main staircase, whilst graciously expressing his 
personal chagrin at the issue of the affair. 

Nothing could have been more unexpected than Mr. Law’s 
rep!y. If I share to the full your regret, monseigneur, it is only 
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because I see you deprived of services by which I had counted upon 

resolving your grievous difficulties.** 

For a moment the Regent was taken aback by what he accounted 

an arrogant fatuity, and Mr. Law was made aware of it by a 

lessening of the ducal weight upon his arm. 

‘‘Ah!’* His Highness drew breath audibly, and there was a 
pause before he added in a cooler voice: “at least you relieve me 
of the fear that you have suffered a disappointment. But let us not 
yet despair. It may well be that with the increasing embarrassment 
in our affairs which seems inevitable, these gentlemen may be 


brought to reconsider to-day’s unfortunate decision.” 

They were within a dozen paces of the head of the great stair¬ 
case. The Duke checked. “Meanwhile, do you ask for nothing?” 

“I thank Your Highness.” Mr. Law bowed under those friendly 



eyes. “I am in need of nothing. 

“CorAfru/” The Regent’s smile broadened. “To hear a man say 
that, is to renew my faith in human nature. I trust that you do not 
yet think of leaving us.” 

“Not until Your Highness tells me that I can be of no service.” 

“Faith, I hope that I shall never tell you that.” He moved on 
again towards the wide marble stairs, where an officer was in 
attendance. “Here is Major de Contades. He will accompany you. 
You shall hear from me soon again. Meanwhile, my dear Baron, 
in any need remember that I am here with an undischarged 

i 

Thus dismissed, Mr. Law departed, not without hope. 

He was becomingly, if only temporarily, installed in a handsome 
house in the Rue de Grenelle, which his steward Laguyon had 
found and rented for him. He came home that day to learn from 
his wife that in his absence they had been visited by the Earl of 
Stair. 

Mr. Law’s brows were raised. “Johnny Dalrymple? What a 
plague should he want with me?” 

“To bid you welcome to Paris.” 

“Since when has he owned it?” 

“Well, then, to pay his respects to you. What’s to frown at? 
He was very civil. He is to bring Lady Stair and Lady Sandwich to 
visit me and some other of his English friends here.” 

Mr. Law shrugged, and found himself a chair. “ Timeo Danacs 
el dona jcreates.” 


( < 


Is that Spanish?” 
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‘•No-Vit-gil. It means, ‘I fear the Greeks when they are bearers 


with 
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nation to which nowadays she was quickly moved when he expressed 

opinions m conflict with her own. “I can’t think why you fhould 
A very proper man.” 7 7 snouw. 


CC 
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known 
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^ We do not judge by the same standards.” 

“I have long suspected it.” 

He will not be of the quality among which you usually seek 


your friends. 

“God be thanked. 


>5 


She looked at him disdainfully, and he observed with an odd 
detachment how very attractive she was in a gown of peacock blue 
her body springing shapely and slender from the billowing petticoat’ 
He wondered impersonally whether Dalrymple had found her to 
his taste and made her aware of it. For a grievance which he had 
not mentioned to his brother was that she was too responsive to 
gallantry. Had he done so, William, as her advocate might have 
answered that it was natural she should desire him to remark that 
other men were eager to pay her the court which he denied her 

I suppose you’ll know,” she said, “that Lord Stair is in Paris 
as the English ambassador.” 

“It would surprise me less if he were an English spy. The best 
I know of him is that he’s a damned whig. There’s little good in an 
English whig. In a Scottish one there is none. And that, I repeat 
is the best I know of him. The worst isn’t fit for your ears *althouvh , 
God knows, you’re no prude. Besides, he’ll supply it you, himsdf 
if you aflord him the occasion. Ah well! If all he told you of his 
purpose in visiting us was a desire to be civil, we shall have to wait 
until he comes again m order to discover the true reason.” 

She shrugged and moved away in annoyance. “I vow you 

delight in being provoking. It is fortunate that I know how to 

keep my temper. I. suppose things have not gone w r ell for you at 
the Palais Royal this morning.” 

“A good guess,” he admitted smoothly. 

No guess at all. You advertise it by your bad manners. So 
you ve failed again? It was to have been foreseen, of course.” 

“Spare me your sympathy.” 

“La! Did you expect it? At least I can congratulate you upon 
taking my advice not to bring Will to France. You are saved the 

36 






humiliation you suffered in Turin. A pity you don’t heed me more 
often. But, to be sure, I know that you despise my intelligence. 
Not the least of your errors that. Heigho! And what now? Do we go 

on our travels again?” 

Of all her tirade this was the only question that he answered, 
speaking quietly. “Not yet awhile. His Highness offers me the 

hospitality of France for the present.” 

“Until you forfeit it, I suppose, in the usual way.” 

“Until then, of course. Meanwhile,” he added with scarcely 
perceptible sarcasm, “we may be vouchsafed the occasion to 

improve our acquaintance with Lord Stair.” 

They had not long to wait for this. His lordship came again no 

later than the morrow: a short, spare man, still young, of Mr. 
Law’s own age, with a handsome, if crafty, face and an assurance of 
manner that bordered normally upon arrogance and procured him 
few friends. This, however, was subdued on the present occasion. 
His low-lidded eyes, set on the very surface of his face, under 
arching brows, glowed flattering homage of Madame s beauty as 
he bowed over her hand. 

“I vow your graciousness renders me importunate,” he mur¬ 
mured. 

Mr. Law, under his wife’s anxious glance, was formally polite. 
“Your lordship honours us.” 

“That is too civil, my dear Baron.” 

Suspecting raillery behind the smile, Mr. Law was quick to 
curb it. 


“I am a baron only in French. That is how His Highness chooses 
to translate a Scottish title for which there is no precise equivalent 


in France.” 

“A translation that docs credit to His Highness’s good sense. I 
urn proud to know, sir, that he honours you with his friendship.” 

“Do not let us exaggerate.” 

“It were an affectation of modesty in you to disclaim so 
notorious a fact. As the representative here of King George I must 
rejoice in it.” 


You’ll have a great faculty for rejoicing, sir, to rejoice over so 
little.” 


“So little? Y ou don’t know what you are saving. Wait until vou 

i «/ o ✓ 

learn how much it is.” 

Laguyon appeared, ushering two footmen in claret and silver who 
bore between them the elements of a chocolate service. It was, 
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Mrs. Law announced, the hour of their collation. My lord would 
do them the honour to drink a cup of chocolate. 

“Ma’am, it is to overwhelm me,” Stair protested. “I feel more 
than ever that I come untimely.” 

She simpered. “Most timely, my lord, and very welcome.” 

Sipping his chocolate at the goat-legged table over which Mrs. 

Law was now presiding, his lordship came at last to the reason for 
his pit sence. 

“II I am here to ask a service of you, Mr. Law, I am in the 
fortunate position of being able to give service in return.” 

Upon this Mr. Law offered no comment; but looking up from 
his cup his cool glance plainly invited my lord to continue. 

I have had the misfortune to incur the displeasure of the 
Regent, who, to our great regret, continues to give shelter in France 
to the Pretender. There was an unfortunate incident some months 
ago, at the time of the late Jacobite rising in Scotland, brought 
about. ... He paused. “We are private here, and if I speak freely 
it is entirely in confidence.” He resumed. “Brought about, I was 
saying, by the Regent’s having broken faith with us. He had given 
me his word that should James Stuart attempt to cross France so as 
to embark to put himself at the head of the rebels, he would be 
detained. His Highness was, as the French say, swimming between 
two waters. On the one hand he did not wish to provoke King 
George; on the other, he did not wish to hinder the Pretender, lest 
a successful rebellion should place him on the throne. Because I had 
reason to suspect this, we were not content to rely upon His High¬ 
ness’s word, but kept watch for ourselves. Perhaps you know the 
rest.” 

“I have heard of an attempt by a Colonel Douglas to intercept 
and assassinate the Pretender as he was making for Brittany.” 

“Assassinate!” Lord Stair was shocked. “Oh, no, no. That is 
just the vulgar calumny.” 

“Your lordship should know, since it is understood that Colonel 
Douglas was acting upon your orders. But if you had caught your 
man, I don’t see what else you could have done with him.” 

My lord smiled ruefully. “That, of course, was the popular 

view, just as it was, as you’ve said, that Douglas acted upon my 
orders.” 

“Monstrous,” murmured Catherine. “But so natural to vulgar 
rashness.” 

“I thank you, ma’am. Your im muons are as I should expect in 


you However, Colonel Douglas, who was weU viewed in Paris 
and in favour at court, has left France in disgrace, and some part 
of that disgrace attaches, I grieve to say, to me, with hampering 

consequences.** ... i_ «Tn. * • 

Again Mrs. Law afforded him her sympathy. That is 

shameful!’* _ ,. 

“You give me heart, ma’am.’* Gratitude gleamed From ni> 

hooded eyes. “Formerly I was growing in favour with His Highness, 
but since he has lent an ear to slander he refuses to receive me in 
private and turns his back upon me in public.” He became proudly 
disdainful as he added: “For myself this is no matter. But it happens 
that I have a duty here, a conciliatory duty, which I am finding it 
impossible to discharge. It is in this that I solicit your aid.” 

“My aid?” Mr. Law looked blank, whilst Catherine was protest¬ 
ing effusively: “Of course he’ll be proud to lend it.** 

My lord set down his cup, wiped his lips with a napkin, and 

explained himself. If now that Mr. Law’s credit with the Regent 
stood high he would employ it in the British interest, his lordship 
might be able to do something for Mr. Law no less valuable in 

return. 

“I am dull.” said Mr. Law. “I do not perceive exactly what 
my voice could plead even if my favour with the Regent were as high 

as you suppose.” 

“Will you suffer me to instruct you?” 

“I am sure that it is all that he needs,” the lady assured him, 

to earn aga in his lordship’s warmest smile. 

“Brutally stated, the argument to be employed, is that one 

usurper should support the other.” 

“Brutal, as you say. One usurper will be King George, though 

that your lordship should say so robs me of breath. But the other? 
I don’t discern him.” 

“The other, a usurper at present in posse , may well become a 
usurper in esse if the young Louis XV should die; for Philip of 
Spain, as the son of the Grand Dauphin, can show a stronger claim 
to the throne of France than Philippe of Orleans, and Philip of Spain 
is not without a party here, a party which is likely to grow under 
the fostering of the Duchess of Maine. That hot-tempered little 
grandchild of the great Conde makes no secret of her designs.” 

He went on to divulge that lately a guest at the magnificent 
country scat of the Duke of Maine at Sceaux, and whilst appearing 
absorbed in the extravagant junketings, the literary tournaments, 
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the Venetian water parties, the masques and the play-acting 

conducted by the Duchess, he had used his eyes, his ears and his 
wits. 

After all, the folk at Sceaux, histrionic in all things, were of a 
monstrous indiscretion. Her grace did not hesitate to avow that she 
was on fire to avenge not only her husband’s exclusion from the 
regency, but even more fiercely the project to deprive the bastards 
of the rights of Princess of the Blood conferred upon them by 
Louis XIV. when he legitimized them. 

The Duchess of Maine had dreamed of being one day Queen of 
France. That dream Philipp of Orleans had shattered. Shewassaying 
openly and on every occasion that when one has once acquired the 
ability to succeed to the crown, rather than suffer the robbery of it, 
one should set fire to the four corners of the kingdom. 

“And this is not mere talk,” Lord Stair went on. “From what I 
have seen I have reason to believe that she is actively corresponding 
with Philip of Spain. The Prince of Cellamare, the Spanish ambassa¬ 
dor, is nowadays a frequent visitor at Sceaux. If you were to acquaint 
the Duke of Orleans with that, in proof of your devotion to him, he 
would believe you moved to serve his interests and would be the 
more ready to listen when you dissuade him from suppordng the 
Pretender, so that in his own possible need he may, in return, count 
upon King George to give no support to the King of Spain. You will 
not be the only one to urge this upon the Regent, but the more of 

those whose wits he trusts become the advocates of this course, the 
more likely will he be to follow it.” 

Mr. Law w r as left in no doubt that Stair must be under instruc¬ 
tions to bring about an offensive and defensive alliance between 
England and France, and that he perceived a way of furthering this 
object by flaunting before the Regent the menace of Spain. He 
smiled thoughtfully as he shook his head. 

“You put too high an estimate on the confidence I enjoy. It 
has been exaggerated to you. In fact, such as it may be, it has just 
suffered a set-back. And, anyway, the Regent may believe in me 
financially, but not politically. So I am spared the trouble of adding 
that I am without eagerness to serve England or her King.” 

Stair’s eyebrows became still more arched. “You’re not telling 
me that you’re a Jacobite.” 

“No, my lord. I am an exile on quite other grounds.” 

“That was in King William’s day.” 

“But the ban has never been lifted. Actually, I am less an exile 


than a fugitive. A fugitive from what passes for justice in England.” 
“After all, Mr. Law, you killed a man,” my lord protested. 

“In a duel.” 

“But an irregular duel, without the proper complement of 
witnesses. No matter. I spoke of advantages to yourself in serving us. 
What if I could promise you a pardon and freedom to return to 

England as the price of your sendee?” 

“I should answer that I have lived so long out of England that 

I feel more at home abroad.” 

“In short, you refuse?” His lordship’s face had darkened. It was 
plain that he strove with a temper which opposition was never slow 

to stir. 

“If I am to be entirely frank, let me say that I have hopes, of 
my own to gratify, and that I will not jeopardize them by advocating 

those in which I have no interest.” 

His lordship breathed hard. “I may thank you at least for your 

candour.” Then he laughed. “I could show you, I think, that your 

hopes might best be served by serving mine. It is not only the 

Regent’s affairs which will prosper from an understanding with 

King George, but those of all whose interest it is that His Highness 

should continue in the regency. And you, Mr. Law, I take it, are of 

these. Give it thought, sir. Take your own time. \ ou may perceive 

your profit in it.” 

Without waiting for an answer, he swung to Catherine, whose 
darkened countenance gave him added hope. “I’ll never believe, 
ma’am, that you share your husband’s indifference to life at home 
in England, where so many would be proud to welcome you. 

“You are too kind, my lord. And, indeed, having lived a 
vagabond, nothing could please me better.” 

Lord Stair displayed enchantment. “Let us then make an alli¬ 
ance to conquer this curmudgeon. I dare swear that he will thank 
us in the end.” 

“You hear his lordship, John.” 

Mr. Law roused himself from the thoughts sown by Stair’s last 
words. “I hear,” he said, and laughed carelessly. 

My lord was content to leave the matter there. Deftly he swung 
the talk into channels concerned with the delights of English 
fashionable life, of the attractions and gaieties of which its great 
wealth made it prodigal. By contrast existence, he vowed, was 
almost colourless in poverty-stricken France. He bewailed that duty 
constrained him to continue abroad, and eagerly looked forward to 
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He bad learnt that to dispute with her was merely to furnish 
unworthy fuel to her tantrums. He had learnt, too, 
die was seldom really amiable, her outbursts were 
were wild. Within an hour or so of utterances that 



brief as they 



seem to 


open an unbridgeable chasm between them, she would meet him as 
normally as if the surface of their peace had never known a ripple. 

He spoke quietly now, as he turned to go. “Some day, Catherine, 
I may find you more tiresome than I can endure. Until then I will 

do as I can." 


CHAPTER IV 

MR. LAW’S BANK 

I n the months that followed, months of waiting in the hope of being 
yet served by opportunity, Mr. Law did little more than cultivate 
relations that might, if he were fortunate, be of ultimate service. 

Knowledge of his great favour with the Regent opened wide 
the doors of that fastidious beau monde for himself and Catherine. 
She, taking full advantage of this, was soon launched upon amiable 
distractions. In addition to her husband’s fame she enjoyed the 
patronage of the British ambassador and his lady, and in herself 
she commanded attention by a beauty and vivacity typically and 
delicately English that still seemed to preserve the freshness of girl¬ 
hood. All this came timely to reconcile her to her Parisian sojourn. 

As for her husband, his closest associates in those days were the 
Marquis d’Argenson, who had stood his friend before the Council; 
the Duke of Antin, who enjoyed the distinction of being Madame 
de Montespan’s only legitimate child; the Count of Horn, that 
engaging libertine who was a member of one of the noblest houses 
in Europe; and the Abbe Dubois, between whom and himself die 
link was purely one of mutual ambition. 

Dubois, of whom die Duke of Saint-Simon has left us in bis 
encyclopaedic memoirs a repulsive portrait, was of a very different 
stamp from die other three. Of the lowest extraction—the son of a 
poor apothecary of Brive la Gaillarde—but cf great talent, excep¬ 
tional parasitical insuncts, and an unparalleled audacity, he had 
known how to profit by a succession of happy chances. 
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the day when, that duty accomplished, he might return m .t, 
pleasures of London. S n t0 “ e 

He so visibly inflamed the lady by the pictures he painted hv 

he t r , limphs he ised her at hQme> th P ( a( 

plead for him.'" C ° nViCti ° n ^ he “ a 2Calous ad ™*te to 

f T r Wll . at „ I haVe t0 ' d you ’” he said ’ as he took his leave 

ure dial T aa " y . y ° U . r ? Wn profi ' in “• hlpon reflection I am 

urc that you will perceive It• 3, 

He had not left the house before Catherine was bringing her 

S to bear iinnn lnwk-1 it;. _ 1 . & O Cl 


r i 

J 


--v«auiLuuc was onn^intr hpr 

thsThe r >e M t P ° n her , h i' sba[,d - Wa? he quite mad, she wmidered, 
h . d h “ ,tate before this chance of rehabilitation. 

I nrv# j.. J) 1 < . 1 


it? 


>> 


; 


(ii , . .. i^nauuiiauon. 

«V ° n °' les ' tate > was the cold comment that drove her to fury, 
ou mean taat your mind is made up; that nothing will shake 

rc’urn'm 1 '^ ‘! dm .‘ tltd tbat l h’ s was the case so far as concerned a 

rms about his head. What perversity was it that governed him? 
retained V r t> h tf d fa ‘ !cd ’ S, ' C kneW they vvould - W hat, then, 

noon 1/ l-Ti th , erC SOme "' 0man here vv ' ho had cast a spell 

, P ; He had al "-ays, she vowed, been the willing prey of 

vomen. Always uti riGTnme & femmes* 

to wh?, S lhat V hc rea ” n . for his prc?cnt obstinacy? If it was not, then 
1 t *i i" aS SaCnfitIn! ’ h cr ? Was he resolved that her entire life 

\‘° U d „ b v., a n ‘ arlyrdora? And "'hat of their two children, born 
abroad. Were they never to know the homeland, never to enjoy 
he advantages of an English rearing? 

^ight she curse the day she had wed a gamester, to whom 

appiness, ier peace of mind, her very life were as mere stakes 
upon a bc-ard. 

lie heard her out in an impassivity that fed her fury. The 
lovely face grew pinched and shrewish, the voice that could be so 
musical and caressing became strident, and at moments coarse 
insults gave an added venom to her plaint. Thus until at long last 

?. C .^ r ? V l consclous of making no impression upon the panoply of 
is iru i erence, whereupon she sat down to weep. 

. l had been when her tears had melted himj but that was 

in the days when he had stormed in answer to her storming, 

was before contempt for her licences of temper, for the lack of 

restraint in her invective, had killed his feeling where she was 
concerned. 


s 
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Duke 


still Duke of Chartres he had found his foot oTZ fimrT 71 

ladder from wluch nothing could thereafter shake him. It was said 
that he had won the good graces of the young duke by a servility so 

base as nor pvpn m i_, . J . . u v 


n . , " ut-t-umc ms panuer, guiclin 0, his 

IK essays m those arte of debauchery which in the public eyehad 

obscured the great and varied ability of his pupil. * 

Be that as it may now that Philippe of Orleans was Regent of 

ranee and having flung the bastards from the right of succession 

-heir presumptive to the throne, Dubois was become, under the 
Duke, the greatest man in the State. 


His clerical title was a mere usurpation. For any man who 
could boast no birth, the title of Abbe served in some small degree 
to supply the lack, conferring a vague social distinction which 
had been of advantage to Dubois in his early days. His claim to it 
rested upon no more than that like many a seminarist who never 

s , •. i s - orders at a time when 

he was still destined for the Church. That he was no priest did not 

deter him from seeking further ecclesiastical honours. 

1 « | I •. &rin—who also was no priest—- 

he aspired to wear like Mazarin the red hat of a cardinal. For the 

u Umate gratification of this ambition two things were necessary; 
political eminence and wealth. 


The first he had acquired and was rapidly increasing; for the 

second, with the vision that made him what he was, he recognized 

in John Law a manipulator of the philosopher’s stone, whom it 
might repay him to support. 

It was to him that Mr. Law, whose vision was no less acute, 
turned at last for assistance in creating opportunity when weary 
of waiting for opportunity to manifest itself. 

The Abbe was lodged in the Palais Royal, in the very quarters 

which he had tenanted as a modest tutor to the young Duke. But 

he had very materially embellished them, and he was known to 

keep an excellent table. A wizened little man in black cassock and 

skull-cap, his lean sharp face was deeply lined and sunken of cheeks 

as if most of his molars were missing. His hair was red and his pink- 

rimmed eyes were uncannily piercing. He was accounted by many to 

resemble the satirist Arouet, whom the Duchess of Maine was 

patronizing and who later was to call himself Monsieur dc 
Voltaire. 

He received Mr. Law with effusive purrings, gave him the best 



elixir and called for wine to refresh him, and then anticipated his 
purpose by an admonition. 

“It is not by sitting patiently at home, my dear Monsieur Lass, 
that one conquers the world. The world does not offer itself like a 
slut to be possessed. It is necessary to go forth and subdue it. 

“I perceive it,” said Mr. Law. “That is why I come to ask you 
if you can find me a pretext for reawakening the Regent’s slumbering 

interest in me.” 

“A pretext! One doesn’t find pretexts. One invents them. 
Invent am viam aut faciam?* He glanced at the ormolu timepiece 
on the mantelshelf. “I will accord you ten minutes in which to 
invent one now. Then I shall take you to His Highness, and I shall 
expect a man of your wit plausibly to justify the intrusion.” 

Casting about him for this justification, Mr. Law opportunely 
recalled not so much the Earl of Stair’s neglected request for political 
assistance, as the information gleaned from his lordship on the 
events at Sceaux; and by the time the Abbe had introduced him to 
the Regent’s presence he had cynically discovered that in this lay 
all the pretext he required. 

A prince who was glad to dispense with etiquette on every 
occasion received him without ceremony in his laboratory, perhaps 
the oddest of the many settings with which the Regent of France 
provided himself. It was a chamber plainly furnished, with bench 
and furnace, fantastic retorts, cabinets of phials, and mysterious 
utensils. 


His Highness, in a coarse smock, to protect his finery, was 
amusing himself with the chemical research which added an 

o 

addiction to occult practices and even to the distillation of poisons 
to the scandalous reputation he enjoyed. 

“My dear baron, I have to reproach you with neglecting me.” 
This was encouraging. “I have been hoping for monseigneur’s 
commands. If I intrude without them now, it is because that has 
come to my knowledge with which I account it my duty to acquaint 
\ our Highness.” 

o 

“Why speak of intrusion? You find me at work upon a mere 
decoction of herbs. If I am not,” he laughed, “at the alchemist’s 
more serious business of making gold, it is because for that I prefer 
to put my faith in such arts as yours. But sit, baron. Sit.” He 

indicated a three-legged stool, and found a perch for himself on 
tee edge of a table. 


“S 



you bring me news, do you?” 

Mr. Law, in some inward shame of his own disingenuousness. 
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Sccaux 


wiwi ne naa learnt oi the plotting at 
howewr, revealing the source of his information. 

o r. Laws surprise, and perhaps to his relief the Reepnt 
was content to laugh. “Is that all? My faith, let them conspire bv 
all means if it amuses them. I am aware of it, and I prefer thaTthe 

to ^"sindSlouf do° Uld '?*?**' tha »'mploy their poetasters 

disgustingly witty fellow named Arouet-an ordure-thinW 

things over in the Bastille at this moment. It is sad to punishmef 

or the offences of that httle cabotine ofa duchess. But what would you?” 
i nus, in amused contemnt. dismiss " 1 


afthe crip^ e em ° UtSp °^ en Bavari^LTthcT— 

duchess W d hC dwarf ~ bccause ^ duke was lame and the 
duchess had never outgrown the inches of a child. 

ven when Mr. Law found it expedient to add that the Spanish 
ambassador was taking a hand in the present activities, the Regent 

B^h 1 TT^e old” 10 k^- t0 f K rt M r SCOrnfuI amuse ment. “Cellamfre! 
exiguous thill u“ a f P ' rant for . her ? race ’ s favours - 


Vfk , w . r V J r ^mcuy 10 irnmour her. l 

Sou^t Yrn, d ! de -’ my e ^ r Bar0n; but it>s a11 not worth a 

Ae Council And speaking of money, I hear that a few ? nights ago 

ro,mdT d H C< i! ln, °- J H ° rn ° f five thousand Iouis - A handsome, 
round sum* Hss he p3,id you ? 55 

I have his note of hand. 

Vo,,?'|j e§ent !au S hed -“To be sure you believe in paper. I wish 
y Jr° U d P ersuade my Council to do the same.” 

a better , t ^ 10U ^ t ^ r * was cue * He might wait in vain for 


Persuasion is vain against obstinacy. But I might possibly 
prevail by demonstration.” 

. f “Demonstration?” The Regent looked at him with keener 


/ - -— —in mind? 

. r ‘, a Y “Grant me a charter, monseigneur, to found a 

private bank at my own risk, and by it I will undertake to prove 
my case. 

«t ^ private bank, eh?” The Regent, chin in hand, took thought. 

It Will need mnn^v rmr ® 


€< 


Six millions should suffice 35 3 bc^iIlIliIlff** , 



“Do you possess six millions?’* 

“I possess two. I can create another two by an issue of bank¬ 
notes for that amount, to which the original two in gold would 
serve as a fund of guarantee. This would give me four millions. 
The remainder I could coax into existence.” 

“In God’s name tell me how.” 

“By an issue of shares—of, say, five thousand livres each. 

“And who will buy them?” 

“Those who are wise enough to have faith in me.” 

“It is possible that there may not be much wisdom in France.” 

Mr. Law revealed that he had an inducement to offer. He 
would make his shares payable in four instalments, one quarter in 
gold and three quarters in State Bonds, which he would accept 
at their face value although at the moment they were worth 
not more than one half of it. He would count upon this to render 
his shares attractive at least to the bondholders, whilst to render his 
plan attractive to the Regent there was the prospect of absorbing 
some of the bonds and to that extent relieving the State of some 
part of the burden it carried. Nor was that all: in order to create an 
actual demand for his bank-notes he would make them payable in 
specie of the weight and value which it enjoyed at the time of its 
issue. Thus, being guaranteed against any fresh debasement of the 
coinage, this novel paper currency would possess the allurement of 
a stability with which gold was no longer credited. 

The Regent was impressed. He consented to discuss it further 
and at great length, until filled with increasing wonder of this 
wizardry, as he accounted it, he ended by promising Mr. Law his 
charter for a private establishment in which, after all, the State 
would be nowise compromised. 

Mr. Law departed well content, summoned his brother to 
Paris, and without \v r aiting for his arrival set about seeking a house 
for his purposes. 

He found it in the Rue Quincampoix, a moderately wide street, 
some four hundred yards long, situated between the Rue Saint- 
Martin and the Rue Saint-Denis. It did not enjoy the best of reputa¬ 
tions, being tenanted chiefly by money-changers, usurers, and men 
describing themselves as bankers, who were no better than pawn¬ 
brokers. The house he found, however, was large and roomy, and 
there in early May of that year 1716, when he received his charter, 


he set up his establishment, under the designation of the Banqu 
Generale and the patronage of the Regent. 




It became at once the object of the hostility of Noailles and v 
following, who feared that this Bangui Glnerd might £ 

expositions^'P° ne , °, th f I? financial Pendancy which Mr. Ws 
exposition to the Council of Finance and his favour with the W . 

seemed to foreshadow. Under the Duke’s inspiration the DarnnhU 
eeis went to work to shape public opinion. They poured scor/mv," 
the undertaking. The Gazette de la Rigence in termsof mil|!f™ ?! 
the world to laugh at a folly doomed to Mum ^ 

Nevertheless the Bank made headway. Mr. Law knew what he 
was domsr. His - j u • . 1CW wllat 


*_ . . - / uauxcrs OI me Kne On n 

the rat‘es VV aTwh:eh n r r ^ , put out of busin “s- Easy too were 
mend itself to traders, as he had reckoned, of the “ore off 

cfinvpmpnrt. _i_ „ .. » UiC score OI Its 


remittances, 
e government 
payments 


the public discovered with what promptitude th^were^ cald 

confidence awoke. Lastly, when it came to be fully appreciated that 

fh- h°i a K Cre lm ™ unc from an y of those devaluations of specie 
which had been so disorganizing to commerce, Mr. Law’s paper was 

ex c ha nyeffo r h ac ‘ u ? U y brou § ht gold to the bank to be 

of the year « actually stood a, a premium of one-tenth above spefy 
. Pamphleteers were at last silenced, and the Gazette, no Ion<r e r 
pointing the finger of derision, ate its words and confessed that ti lc 

bank was growing m favour. 

C ? 1 " m ( crce ’ f‘ C , h , had been 'anguishing, began to derive a 
stimulus from the liberal assistance which Mr. Law supplied. 

Merchants were encouraged to increase their productivity bv 

advances enabling them to extend their acquisition of raw 

matenals and to increase the number of hands employed. This 

ZZ r J! K IT I Wh °’ de P endi "g upon the astuteness 
of his calculations and his ready estimation of a merchant’s prospects, 

was ready to balance the risk of loss in one quarter, with the cer- 
tamty of gam m another. 

When at the end of the year he announced a dividend of eight 
per centum, confidence rose to enthusiasm. The premium on the 
Bank s paper went higher still, and with a capital of six millions 
now in gold, Mr. Law discovered no inconvenience in increasing to 


lixty millions his issue of bank-notes. With this capital he spread 
the financing of traders in an ever-widening circle, extending his 
operations into the provinces, where he set up branches of the 

bank. # . 

The demonstration of the value of his revolutionary banking 

system was complete, and he could now laugh at the financiers of 
the school of Samuel Bernard, who had denounced it as an applica¬ 
tion of the methods of the gaming-table, which if lucky to-day 

might well crash to-morrow. 

Because the Regent was displaying in the success of the Banque 
Generate something akin to the pride of a parent, Noailles perceived 
in it an ever increasing menace to his ambitions. He regarded his 
presidency of the Council of Finance merely as a stage towards the 
coveted office of first minister, and if he should be deposed from the 
former, his chances of the latter would be gravely diminished. So 
he seized upon the argument of the financiers and used it secretly 
but diligently to sap the foundations of the bank. He persuaded 
Rouble de Coudray and even d’Aguesseau to work with him to the 

same end. 

“Duty and honour alike,” was his text, “demand that we put 
down this foreign adventurer, this gamester who has the effrontery 
to bring the morals of faro into French banking.” 

With that same specious argument he was able also to stir the 

Parliament into hostility of the foreigner. 

In the matter of intrigue, however, Mr. Law, on his side, did 
not stand idle. Well aware of how Noailles was working against 
him. he gave attention to a little counter-mining. 

/ o w 

He began with Dubois, whom he had already bribed with a 
substantial present of shares in the Bank, and who, in order to 
frustrate the aims of Noailles which w T ere a menace to his own, 
was concerned to promote the banker’s interests. 

The wide mouth of this Richelieu in embryo was stretched in a 
grin. “Count on me, my dear Baron. With a little patience we shall 
dispose of Monsieur de Noailles. Meanwhile there are two men who 
would be glad to lend a hand. The first is d’Argenson, with whom 
I know that you stand w r ell. To him let your complaint be chiefly 
of d’Aguesseau, w’ho is Noailles’ chief collaborator. Destroy 
d’Aguesseau and you leave Noailles drained of half his blood; and 
to destroy d’Aguesseau I know of no one more eager than 
d’Argcnson. The Marquis covets the Chancellorship. So enlist him. 
Then there is Saint'Simon. He hears Noailles a Satanic malice; 

49 



--- w i^uu a xid 

go to work upon those two.” 
Mr. Law saw d’Arsrensnn 

Chancellor’s hostility. 


We’ll think of others. Meanwhil 


voice. 


Aguesseau!” There was scornful laughter in the great 

hillec isi/->oiii A o . . s * 1 «at is the heel of 


within 


with_. 

guard 


*i a ! m : S ‘T n ’ ^..fometime ‘a^e of 


4 * ~ 

self an enemy. 

«<T _ n 


announce 


\ ,h that . 1 am ignorant 


French 


Who understand these matters that ym, g ive proof o" uncommon 
ability with your Bank, and I am sure that you need not allow 
jealous hostility of Monsieur de Noaiiles to trouble 
certainly say so to His Highness.” 

“Honoured by your support, Monsieur Ie Due 
flattered him, “I may certainly dismiss all uneasiness. * 

U V A T 1 n art, »i ■ . A __ j 1 . *3 TT"ifc ja 


the 

you. I shall 
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Mr. Law 


And so when, presently, the Regent issued an edict authorizing 
he collectors of taxes to receive payment in notes of the Banque 

Generale, and the Par lament, suddenly mutinous, refused to register 
it. lJiihois_ th*» Mentor -"~ J _ n ’ * • - o 


accounted it his duty to inform his indignant master th« NoS 
had been the chief promoter of the Parliament’s presumption. At 
the same ume it was no less the duty of the Marquis d’Argenson 

as the Kincr’ti ^ m .1 % ^ ms* ^ _ _ - ® ^ ^ 


tj. Tr , ^ io maKe Known to 

His Highness that the Chancellor, in rendering himself the catspaw 

Monsieur de Noaiiles in the attempted resistance of the Royal 
diet had been guilty of nothing less than a betrayal of his trust. 
Tmally Monsieur de Saint-Simon, his dark face primly set, offered 
is Highness the opinion that if the Duke of Noaiiles took a greater 
interest m finance than became a gentleman, it was clear, at least 
that he knew no more about it than a gentleman should. 

, I j ad ’ was ® rat ! fi . ed ’ and Perhaps surprised, that his comments 
should be received by His Highness without levity. Confirmed in 

is intentions by the advice ol men so trustworthy as these three 

the Regent peremptorily ordered the Parliament in the King’s' 

name to register the edict without further discussion or delay. 


Against this haughty insistence it was idle for Noailles and his 
friends to argue that in such a matter the Parliament should bow 
only to an order from the Council. The Parliament intimidated 
by the Regent’s firm tone, indeed, shocked now by its own temerity, 
but deeply resentful of Law, whom it held responsible for the 

rebuke, supinely yielded. 

Well pleased, Mr. Law bore the news to his brother, who was 
now at work in that busy hive of the Rue Quincampoix, and 
presiding over its activities. 

William Law glowed with satisfaction. “I am thinking that is 

fine. It’ll make your work complete.” 

“Complete?” Mr. Law tossed his head in derision. “We’ve no 

more than cleared the table for the game I hope to play when I 
am dealt the cards.” 

His brother’s enthusiasm diminished. He was by nature cautious. 
“Will we not rest content with what we have? So far all is soundly 
planned. We’ve a superb system of credit, so strong that you 
command a capital of over sixty millions, which cannot but increase. 

Man, is not that enough for you?” 

“God save us, Will, am I just a peddling merchant, scheming 

to earn a living? Faith, it seems you don’t know me yet. What 
do I care for the money? It’s the game that counts. And there was 
never a game for such stakes as the one you shall see me play. 

Will, who had none of the gamester’s temperament, considered 
him soberly. “I think, John, that I should love you even if you were 
not my brother. Yet I’ll not be concealing from you that there arc 
times when I think you’re very near detestable.” 


chapter v 


EXTREME-UNCTION 


The cards for which Mr. Law r waited w^ere not dealt him until a 

few months later. But dealt him thev were at last, and the deal 

1 * 

supplied a climax to the exasperation of Monsieur de Noailles and 
his friends. 

Ever since the days of Richelieu and Colbert, the monopoly of 
maritime commerce and colonial exploitation had been granted for 

51 



rCht yea r p Ch Com ? ani “ amon S osiers as the Compagnie 
Canada Co “P a g“e du Senegal, the CompagnL du 

company'for'the'expIoitatlon'oM 7 ^ "5° ^ COntrol,ed * 

Mississippi finding it unprofitable, surrendered the concession H 
At once Mr. Law perceived the chance to begin ,o“ e' hi, 

JriSs ::i:s nd t r rr gath ^ £ 

of the pubiic reven^ 

S5JX fS b p'S T £• TT*? pSa? s 

•'>“7 °f» "Md, ,h, of 

and phenomenal success of his Bank, accounted a malian^ 

finance and reputed , . . ma £ icia n in 


inexhaustible 


to aqk ; . weaun, ne could now afford 

relinquished by Crozat. accorded the concession 

, Tll j Re g en t began by demurring. “You will not be aware of 
fint ZIZ ° f the C0 ‘° ny r hi . Ch CrOZat cenders He mTor^ 

. misery, the colonists idle and incompetent the 
troops mere brigands without discipline, and all a prey not only to 
endemic fevers but to actual famine.” P Y 7 

Mr. Law had been aware of it aU and was not dismayed “I 

tta, is thriving If-, 1 M ° nSiei I r Cr ° Zat Wou]d a b a ndon a 'colony 
method, U? 5 'I, 1 ' ij n0t ’ tJ ? at merel >' casts discredit upon his 

their strength" ° uld , not set ,h . elr hands to undertakings beyond 

abutdfi7 UU T na ° f an lmp f ra " eled fertiIit y. products of an 
and silver, of a richness beyond those of Mexico or Peru. ? g 

underlain ? e !!;V 0mr01 f thlS colon y> mdnscigncur, and I will 
undertake to rid France of aU her debts in a very little time If I 

promise confidently I may boast that Your Highness has not found 
me given to vain promises.” 

i ? w< mt on to reveal the extent to which the enterprise was 
alreadv plotter! in hi« mind -' T, u~ - - - i • , . . ^ *■ . 


d . 11C u<lH ne wangled beiore the eyes 

fnV llt K g t , WaS asam • aS , When he had won the Regent’s sanction 
, . ank > die prospect of a further amortization of State Bonds; 

Xi* 6mpby L d 11 n . OW r far bolder measu re. To finance the 
scheme he would require, he announced, a hundred million livres. 
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“God save us! ” ejaculated the Regent. 

Composedly, Mr. Law explained. He would found a company, 
issuing two hundred thousand shares of five hundred livres, a price 
that would bring them within the reach of all. To initiate opera¬ 
tions, however, twenty-five millions in cash was all that he would 
require. For the balance he would accept payment for the shares 
in State Bonds at their face value, which was practically twice their 

current worth. 

The temptation to transfer depreciated capital at par into so 
golden an investment should, in itself, ensure the subscription of the 
shares, and so provide the necessary initial fund of twenty-five 
millions in cash. It would be for the earnings of the company, in 
a measure as it expanded under proper management, to produce 
the balance of the hundred millions represented by the issue. 

In the meanwhile the public debt would thus be reduced by one 
hundred and twenty-five millions. In return for what, by this 
manipulation, amounted to an advance from the company to the 
State, the Treasury should pay the company an annual interest of 
three millions, which would be added to the company’s profits for 

division among the shareholders. 

“In short,” Mr. Law summed up, “the State will be surrender¬ 
ing to its creditors the property and trade of Louisiana in exchange 
for an additional twenty-five millions from them in cash for the 
establishment of the colony.” 

His Highness began by confessing that his senses reeled in their 
endeavour to comprehend a scheme of such complex and unparal¬ 
leled audacity. But by the time his keen mind had fitted each of its 
component pieces into the design he was filled with wonder by its 

ingenuity and dazzled by its promise. 

s It was impossible to hesitate. Eager to see the plan at work, 
eager to gather its rich fruits, and more than ever confirmed in his 
belief in the genius of Law, the Regent, without even troubling 
to lay the matter before the Council, granted the concession by an 
edict in which the company was named the Compagnie des hides 
Occidcntales . 

The astuteness of a gesture which had the appearance of an 
altruistic endeavour to liquidate a part of the public debt was soon 
revealed in the enthusiastic response from the holders of State 
Bonds. These, as he had calculated, were ready enough to avail 
themselves of the heaven-sent chance he olTered, and to provide 

B'c initial capital that he required. 
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enormous size, even of a great rock ofm^u St0nes of 
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theJfecfvalL° n which Ue was W but '^7 *“* a .‘ ,ess Aa " half 
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. . Perception oi those arts, not vet understood • ' 

pulatmg markets, he worked diligently through hh o / f 1113111 ’ 
those fluctuations in value which .rl , i f ^ H f ntS to create 
stimulation of interest and hv th , u ^ e ° s P ec ulators. By this 
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tf but slowly, to improve the value of theltodT’ ^ ^ C ° ntnvm S> 
over from He had taken 


and he wa< adHino- r y c iralilc 'vith Louisiana. 
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othfrraue^™^ ^ * 7* year *7«7 provided abundant 

muor matter to engage his energies. 
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ponutarlvknn the launch!n g of his company, now 
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. . Anta g or *ism at last boiled over when Mr. Law, by exposing th~ 

mved ty , a "h r’- er " it]essness of the salt-tax, known as the gab Ale, 
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to carry this proposal to the Council 
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Respect for the Regent’s royal blood scarcely sufficed to prevent 
the indignation from exploding into uproar, and even if subdued, 
it was, nevertheless, so bitter that His Highness, shirking strife, did 
not insist. Instead, he retained the Duke of Noailles when the 

Council broke up. . , „ , 

“My dear Duke, I did not press the matter further to-day, ne 

«aid “because, to be frank, I do not feel myself able to do justice 

to the arguments in favour of this abolition. 

“The arguments of Monsieur Lass, I presume.” 

His Highness refused to perceive the sneer. “I was about to say 
so, and to add that it is my wish that you should hear them from 

Monsieur Lass himself.” 

Noailles was all frosty dignity. “If you bring an advocate, 
monseigneur, permit me also to bring one, a man who will be equal 

to meeting the arguments of Monsieur Lass. . . 

His Highness was more than usually gracious. If Monsieur de 

Noailles would offer him supper to-morrow night at La Roquette, 
he would bring Monsieur Lass, and they could discuss this matter 

amiably at table. . . _ T 

To that supper-party at the Duke of Noailles mansion oi la 

Roquette his Grace invited not only the Chancellor, which was 

what the Regent had expected, but also Rouill6 du Coudray. 

It was not until the end of supper, of a quality to satisfy even the 

fastidious Regent, with a wine of Cyprus to mellow their moods, 

that His Highness begged them to hear the reasons of Monsieur Lass 

for the abolition of the gabelle. 

The Scot was taking a moment to choose his words when, at an 
imperious glance from Noailles, the Chancellor smoothly interposed. 
“They must be weighty reasons, indeed, that would induce the 

King to forgo so profitable a source of revenue.” 

Kir. Law’s reply' was prompt. “If the tax were that, I should not 

advocate its abolition.” He turned to the Duke. As head of the 
Council of Finance, y'our Grace will know what was the yield of 

the tax in the last year.” 

“A/on Dieu % Monsieur Lass, can you suppose that I carry such 
figures in my memory?” 

Mr. Law met this contempt with a polite smile. “In that case 
I have the advantage of you, Monsieur le Due; perhaps an unfair 
advantage; for I carry them in mine. In the last year tne 
gabelle yielded to the Treasury the paltry sum of twenty thousand 
livres.” 
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“Give me leave, sirs,” said Mr. Law. __ 
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difficulties in collecting moneys which have little purpose beyond 

providing their own emoluments.” 

“Monsieur Lass,” cried Noailles, “you are permitting yourself 

to defame officials of the French Government.” 

The Regent interposed with a laugh so as to dispel what might 
be the elements of a storm. “Let me protect my good Monsieur 
Lass before you disembowel him with your irrelevancies. For myself, 
I hope I shall never regard honest criticism as ill-mannered.” 

“Your Highness’s indulgence is notorious.” Noailles* sarcasm 
was so manifest that it had a sobering effect upon the Regent. 

“You should be thankful, Monsieur le Due,” he said, with a 
sudden hardening of his tone which served to recall Noailles to his 


duty. 

It was left for Mr. Law to attempt to soothe these rumed 
spirits. “Let me confess to having said perhaps more than is becom¬ 
ing. It is the more unpardonable because unnecessary. It is only a bad 
case that needs to be urged intemperately. To return to it, we should 
remember that whilst the gabclle exists in most of the French pro¬ 
vinces, it does not exist in all. This serves to aggravate the grievance 

felt by those who are the subjects of it.” 

Noailles was again impatient. “Fhat is merely frivolous. To be 

aggrieved is the normal state of the taxpayer. 

^ « ft * 


“That,” said Law composedly, 


tax 


that is not only unjust, but so futile that the tax-gatherers are the 
only ones to profit by it. You have, as I have said, eighty thousand 
of these. Eighty thousand, living by extortion upon their fellow- 


countrymen. Eighty thousand unproductive souls, who if driven, 



instead, to become productive by honest work, as artisans, craftsn 

■ 4 


mariners, agriculturists and tire like, must contribute to the wealth 

* O J 

of the State instead of merely preying upon it.” 

It was a long moment before any of his three opponents, taken 

aback as they were by so novel a point of view, could find an answer. 
Then, at last, d’Aguesseau addressed himself to the Regent. 
Admitting, Highness, that there may be some force in what 
Monsieur Lass has said, the remedy would seem to lie, as I have 
already pointed out, in more vigorous measures to collect the tax.” 


(( 


The Regent’s sidelong glance invited Mr. Law to answer. 

“My remedy is simpler and more remunerative. Of all commo¬ 
dities there is none in such universal use as salt. Since it is something 
that every man must have, it should be one of the most productive 
sources of revenue instead of a mere waste as at present. Let the 
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King buy up the salt pans, equitably compensating the owners 
and render salt a free, taxless commodity of which each may pur- 

SC he vv1 ' Thcse purchases would very soon produc/the 
revenue Tw' ST”* ^7 T Whkh there should be a substantia! 

rc\ enue. I hat is the remedy I suggest** 5 

, V( J' h ?. R if. SC " t ’ P‘ n b-faced, benign, sat back, still shielding his 
eyes with his hand, and watched them with amused interest. 8 

Slowly the Chancellor shook his head, his face grave, his tone 

quietly courteous. Such a proposal could come only from one who 

is a stranger to our country. There is in France no law under which 
wc can expropriate a man’s possessions.” 

It would not be impossible to make one,” ventured His Hirfi- 
ness blandly. 6 

“Not impossible, u /vguesseau agreed, “but, with submission, 
_ighness, not easy. Too many principles would have to be jettisoned. 

such a^av^” 611 * W ° U ^ ,n * ts ^ ut y * n resisting the registration of 
But if it is to benefit the State?” 

The Parliament may well hold that such benefit is outweighed 
by the dangerous precedent that would be established.” 

Noailles, still flushed, his voice shaking with annoyance, im¬ 
patiently broke in. “So much for the legal aspect of the matter. But 
there is a graver side.. The proposal amounts to this, that the King 

is to deal m salt. He is to become a tradesman. Is that the Baron’s 
conception of royal dignity in France?” 

Du Coudray was no less uncompromising. 

It w evident that whatever may be possible in England or in 
Scotland, Monsieur Lass is not aware that in France a simple 
nobleman may not, without derogating, do that which he proposes 

that tnp Kino >> r r 


that the King should do. 

Noailles came back to turn the knife in the wound. “As you say, 

Coudray, he does not understand. So we may at least acquit him of 
intentional offensiveness.” 

Messieurs, messieurs!” The Regent removed his hand from 

his eyes to wave it in protest. “Here are too many words. Far too 

many. I think you forget, Noailles, that Monsieur Lass is your 
guest.” 7 

t( ^ fear, said, the Duke with an instant assumption of contrition, 
that I have again been guilty of allowing my respect for the crown 

to rarrv rrw* tr\r\ Air ^ 
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to carry me too far. 

Mr. Law, quite at hi 
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If that 


is an apology, Monsieur le Due, I accept it freely.’* And whilst 
Noailles was inwardly writhing at the covert mockery, he went on i 
“You have no cause, Monsieur le Due, nor you. Monsieur du 
Coudray, to visit your heat upon me. The profitable solution which 
I perceive to this matter of the gab die had so far commended itself 
to His Highness that it is by his wish that I have explained it to 

you, 

“Just so,” said the Regent. “Just so. And the strictures you have 
passed become my affair, since mine is the responsibility. In the 
interpretation that it is proposed to make a tradesman of the King, 
j perceive some ingenuity, but nothing else. A displaced ingenuity. 

Almost, I might say, a disingenuous ingenuity. 

His pleasant laugh took some of the sting out of his words. But 
enough remained to place Monsieur de Noailles under the necessity 
of defending himself. “Yet to me, monseigneur, it remains a fact 

and a matter for indignation.” 

“Let it so remain then. I am not to instruct you. Perhaps 
because my blood is royal it docs not feel the need to boil so readily. 
What troubles me is the Chancellor’s view of the legal aspect of 
the measure. I suppose, Monsieur d’Agucsseau, that you w r ould 
account it the duty of your office to put that view to the Parliament. 

“I fear so, monseigneur.” 

“At need, in fact, you would have to insist that the Parliament 
adopt it.” 

“Honestly holding it, myself, monseigneur, that would be my 
painful duly.” 

The Regent sighed, and rose from the table. t( Eh bienJ \\c must 
endeavour tv, avoid placing you under the necessity of performing a 
duty you find so painful.” The Chancellor, suspecting ambiguity, 
looked up quickly, to meet only a bland smile. “I think we periectiy 
understand each other.” 

In the coach, as he drove away from La Roquettc, with Mr. 
Law, His Highness laughed softly. “I certainly think we perfectly 
understand each oiher Monsieur d’Aguesscau and I. It is the 
bad faith of their arguments that has decided me, and I should think 
that they will be perceiving for themselves that what they have 
received from me is their extreme-unction.” 
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CHAPTER VI 


THE COUNT OF HORN 


If Mr. 
unction 


«t» .. u uciuic uie weeJk was out 

La VrillUr^ ? ent 0n Ae morrow the Duke 


by this abrupt dismissal from office betrverf tn h 8 ^ essC j U » sta rtled 
Regent. But La Vrilliere Z ht“ t0 *» the 

His HigTnesrrTlievesvouTa Y °l ^ C °“ ld serve Purpose, 

indicatfd mi " „ cemffi r ° f ' wbich > ^ have 

important that the seals be held by one who in any Lfltfwith tb“ 
He Jikn' 11 * W1 accou,lt bimself the representative of His Highness 
estate at Fresnes.” X "itftdraw from Pans to your 

Perceiving in this exile the extent of his distmcA a* a 
attempted no further argument. “ ° aCe > d A guesseau 

Ail that tt remained for him to do before departing was to send 

rfl th C ! ,° ^ hat . was ha PP eni "g “ a result oi the intrigues 

way of ,hus putting ^ Dute in ^ 

h 

he found lus cue when he beheld the Chancellor’s seab on he 
Regent’s writing-table. 0n tl e 

ffiismeaS TaT" ^ Hi S hness P crmi ‘ me to ask if 

t means that d Aguesseau has resigned his office?” 

t my request,” was the gentle answer. “It grieved me but it 

mrtT S' £“ c “ re '? h * v : »i» »u » 

succelor.” HighneSS ’ no doubt > vviU already have chosen his 

Monsieur Lass has suggested that d’Argenson would be an 
excellent Chancellor; indeed, just die man to handle the Parliament 
if n should again show itself mutinous. Don’t you agree, Noailles?’’ 
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It was beyond the Duke’s histrionics to dissemble his annoyance. 
By that question in an artless tone, it seemed to him that he was 
mocked. He flushed as he answered: “I am so far from agreeing, 
and so aware of what is taking place, that I beg your Highness’s 
leave to resign my commission of the Finances.” 

The Regent thrust out a lip in polite regret, smiling at the same 
time, so as to mark its insincerity. “As you please, my dear Duke.” 

From red that he had been, Noailles turned white in mortified 
astonishment. He stood a moment undecided. Then, not trusting 
himself to make any answer, he abruptly bowed. “I take my leave, 

monseigneur.” 

“Do you ask for nothing?” 

“For nothing, Monseigneur.” 

“Ah!” The Regent sighed. “I have reserved a place for you 

on the Council of Regency.” 

“I shall make little use of it.” 


The Regent, however, refused to be offended by this insolence. 
“As you please,” he said. “You have my leave.” 

Noailles went off to pour his rage into the ears of all who 
esteemed him or who would listen. The sum of his grievance was 
that France, governed by a cabal, was permitting her finances to 
fall more and more under the control of a foreign adventurer, a 
gamester who had been turned out of every country in Europe. 
Under the indolent regency of Philippe of Orleans, France was 
heading for irreparable disaster. 

All this coming from a man hitherto regarded as one of the chief 
supporters of the Regent, could not fail to make its impression. The 
Parliament was peculiarly stirred to resentment by the manner in 
which the case was presented to it by Noailles, by some of his 
friends, and by the vindictive Duchess of Maine, acting through 
Pompadour, Malezieu and other of her devoted agents. 


But whilst a powerful party of nobles and place-seekers hostile 
to Law was coming into existence, Mr. Law, warned by Dubois, 
who kept his ear to the ground, was creating a party of supporters 
just as high-placed. Admitted freely now to Court, and moving 
there with the ease of one in the exercise of an imprescriptible right, 

his handsome person, and courtly manners won him friends on 
every hand. 


In addition, his friendship was already proving profitable. For 
the singular foresight of his calculating mind had obtained a decree 

1 - <_/ < T 

by which members of the nobility, debarred by their ranks from 
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Company. And his manipulations of that stock, with a vhn/fo 

bringing its value steadily upwards until it should arrive at nar 

gave many opportunities for quick profits, in the indication of which 
he was extremely generous. 

Then there were such other monopolies in existence as the China 
Company, the East India Company, the Company of Senegal, none 
of which was prospering, and upon all of which Mr. Law had an 
eye, counting upon being able presently to bring them under his 
control So he, too, rallied his friends and supporters among whom 
were the Due d Antm, the Prince de Conti, the Due de Bourbon 

the Due de la Force, and, oddly enough, considering the man’s 
intimate relations with Noailles, the Count of Horn. 

Horn, as it chanced, was at the moment deeply indebted to Mr 
Law. He had lately sough, his advice, which was but a way of 
seeking his assistance. He had, he said, unexpectedly received an 
important sum of money which he desired to place, and he would be 
grateful for the guidance of Monsieur Lass in such a matter. 

Mr. Law was moved by no particular affection for this hand¬ 
some, dissipated idler, a younger brother of the Prince of Horn 
and related to half the princely houses of Europe, which had not 
prevented his dismissal in disgrace from the Austrian Armv It was 
reported that recently, whilst in England, he had married alldy 
o great wealth, who, however, had not accompanied him to France, 
and Mr. Law assumed that this might account for the possession of 
that sum of money which Horn described as considerable. 

It did not favourably impress him that despite this sudden 
affluence, there should be no mention by the Count of that old debt 
of five thousand louis which long ago he had lost at faro to Mr! 
Law and for which the Scot still held his note of hand. 

Nevertheless, pursuing his policy of making friends in high 
places and considering the great connections of this young libertine, 
Mr. Law was prepared to guide him. He had lately been looking 
into the affairs of the Compagnie de Gambie, another of the 
colonial monopolies, and he had found them in such desperate case 
that the owners of the stock would be glad to dispose of it for a tenth 

of its face value. He had decided that eventually he would assume 
control of it and add it to his other undertakings. 

He advised a purchase of this stock to Horn. u Buy all you can of 
tt» proceeding discreetly. It should make you a fortune.” 


The Count accepted the advice, and as if his regard for Law 
were increased by gratitude, he became more assiduous than ever 

as a visitor in the Rue de Crenelle. 

Catherine Law, sharing, as was natural, the social eminence 

to which her husband was attaining, had become in those days 
less querulous, mellowing under the flattering attentions of the 
distinguished company that came to pay its court to the financial 
wizard whom the Regent delighted to honour. 

Not that she chose to acknowledge in this anything for which 
to thank a husband who gave her no other cause for gratitude. 
She had ways—and they were none too subtle—of conveying to 
him that she had merely come to occupy the position that was 
rightly her due and to which ultimately she must inevitably have 

arrived by the right of her own qualities. 

It was a point of view which he, wrapped in his cold aloofness, 
never attempted to dispel. Holding it, she accounted it her duty to 
entertain with splendour, and set herself to convert the mansion in 
the Rue de Grenelle into a Mecca of the beau monde. 

One of the many parties that she gave, and this at her husband’s 
own suggestion, was to celebrate the Marquis d’Argenson’s appoint¬ 
ment to the Chancellorship, an elevation for which the Marquis 
did not conceal that he was indebted to the arts exercised by Mr. 
Law in connection with the salt-tax. 

The guests—a score or so—were brought together from different 
quarters of life’s higher levels. Diplomacy was represented by Lord 
and Lady Stair; the Regent’s circle by the Marquis of Canillac and 
‘he Count of Horn; the blood-royal by that malicious young 
hunch-back the Prince de Conti, and the robe by d’Argenson 
himself. 


Then there were such prominent men as the gay Due d’Antin, 
who as Madame de Montespan’s one legitimate child, accounted 
himself superior to his adulterine half-brothers who had the King 
tbr father, and there was Hector de La Grange, the banker, a man 
of fine presence, engaging manner and great wealth, who was 
everywhere received. 

Over a princely entertainment Mr. Law presided with that 
suave charm of which he was master. It may be doubted if his table 
' ould be matched in any house in Paris. Its plate of gold and silver 
and choice ceramics, like the exquisite Murano glass, were appoint¬ 
ments which had come with him from Savoy, together with his 
1' -L gnese cook, hb cellarer, and his impeccable maitre d’hotel. 
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ing of spectacles, a man hoist with his own petard. Because the 

financier had feared for his interests, he had led the opposition of 

his compeers to Law’s system when it was before the Council. As 

a result the Council had been thrown back on its other expedients 

for raising money, and of these the chief was the squeezing of the 

tax-farmers. 6 


D Argenson likened them to grapes in the press, left with only 

their skins. Bernard, a master of corruption, had run round in 

panic from one to another of the Regent’s intimates, offering millions 

to any who would employ his influence to the end that proceedings 
against him should be abandoned. 6 

“Evidently,” said d’Argenson with relish, “the Hebrew knight 

failed to find a friend at Court. For he’s a ruined man to-day and 
actually in fear for his life.” 9 

“If he did not find a friend at Court,” said La Grange, “he 

certainly found an escroc , to pose as a friend and accept a million 
for services that were never rendered.” 

This riveted attention upon the banker; for in what he said there 


was the hint of a story spiced with scandal. Even Horn ceased to be 


,erry 


Argenson 


Bernard himself. 


assistance 


plained bitterly that a nobleman, one of the Regent’s roues had 
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“A nobleman, did you say?” croaked the Prince de Conti. 

“So Bernard described him.” 

“An ignoble man,” said Mr. Law, “would describe him better.” 

“One of the Regent’s roues, you said,” cried Canillac, who was 
himself a member of that happy band. “I hope he named him.” 

“The odd thing is that he did not. Nor did I press him. But he 

did let fall that the scoundrel is a count.” 

“A count I” cried de Conti. “Faith, Horn, there are not so many 
of you that you should let it lie there. It brings you all under 
suspicion 

“Under suspicion of what?” Horn was contemptuous. “If what 
this Jew says is true, he was well served for his impudence in attempt¬ 
ing to bribe a gentleman. But probably it is all a lie.” 

“Bernard may be a thief, but he’s not a liar,” said d’Argenson. 
“Nor can I agree with you, Monsieur de Horn, that his impudence 
in oiTcring a bribe would excuse a gentleman for robbing him.” 

“Let us be content to disagree then, Marquis,” was the easy 
answer, which put an end to the topic and lelt the flow of conv 
tion to become general again. 

Mr. Law was remembering the tale of a considerable sum of 
money for the placing of which the Count of Horn had sought his 
advice, and all things considered he was wondering might he not 
have been mistaken in assuming that the money came from England 
and the wealthy Countess, and whether Horn, who had never 
Iroubled to discharge to him a debt of honour ol five thousand 


louis, might not be the Count accused by Bernard of having prac¬ 
tised this swindle. 

He was haled out of his thoughts by Lady Stair’s voice, charged 
with acid, murmuring in his ear: “Your wife and my husband, Mi. 
1 aw, arc manifestly in the mode which makes the wives of other 
Vi and the husbands of other women more attractive.” 

Has it still the power to surprise your ladyship?” 

And to disgust me. But perhaps I am plebeian in my views.” 


TG « 




“If it is plebeian to be virtuous. I do not know.” 

She turned her head so as to look him fully in the face, and he 
found himself pitying her for her unattractiveness. Close-set eyes in 
which there was no sparkle flanked a lean high-bridged nose; 
patches on chin and cheek-bone dissembled in each case a wart; 
her mouth was coarsely shaped and her chin receded. She resembled 
he thought, nothing so much as a hen. But she was dressed with 
care and taste. Diamonds gleamed on the dull flesh of her 
bosom. 

“You do not know?” she echoed. “Does that mean that you do 
not care? If so, you are oddly changed since you left England.’* 

“It means, my lady, that I discover no reason for caring.” 

“Do you not?” She turned her head again, and looked straight 
down the table at Catherine and Horn, who again were engrossed 
in their mirth, their heads almost touching. “Do you not?” she 
repeated. “You amaze me.” 

What she suggested was as clear to him as her own meanly, 
malicious nature, embittered by her husband’s promiscuous gallan¬ 
tries, and taking satisfaction in uncovering the weaknesses of others. 
And yet it was impossible to deny that there was some justification 
for her hints. That the relations between Catherine and Horn were 
innocent enough he could not doubt, just as he could not suppose 
that they would remain so if Horn pursued his usual courses. He 
recalled how, at one of the Regent’s supper-parties, wdien first he 
had met Horn, and w'hen oral licence knew no bounds, the young 
Count had boasted in nauseating detail of his bonnes fortunes . 

Lady Stair was again commanding his attention. “For myself I 
could dare to give a name to the count who accepted Bernard’s 
bribe. I know of only one man of that rank capable of such a 
meanness.” 

“You leave me to guess w'hy you should be so sure.” 

Her lips tightened in a sour smile. “All the world knows that he is 
hard-driven by necessity. A gamester, and an unlucky gamester, 
he is crushed by debt. Such men are always ripe for bribery.” 

As it was the Stairs who had first brought the Count of Horn to 
his house, Mr. Law found this peculiarly distasteful.. 

“Your ladyship is singularly well-informed.” 

“Not singularly. It happens that the gentleman in his fortune¬ 
hunting has married into my family—oh, a distant kinswoman of 
whom I have no cause to be proud, yet w'hom I can pity, poor 
deluded soul. He dazzled her, I suppose, with his good looks and 
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high connections. Anyway, she married him a year ago in England. 
Her tinkling laugh was charged with malice. “He conceived her a 
wealthy woman, as, indeed, she is; but her wealth is so cunning y 
tied up by entails and the like that he cannot come by a shilling ot 
it save by her consent. So that of those two she is not by now the 
only disillusioned one” Again there was that faint ripple of cruel 

laughter. . „ , 

“Poetic justice,” said Mr. Law. “And she remains in England. 

“She has certainly shown no eagerness to join him. But she is 

in Paris now. She arrived some days ago. But I doubt if she will 

pay his debts for him. And I am told that he owes money everywhere. 

I believe that you, too, are one of his victims, Mr. Law.” 

“Oh, an insignificance.” ^ _ 

She raised her brows and stared at him. “I heard it put at five 

thousand louis. A hundred and fifty thousand livres. Do you call 

that an insignificance, Mr. Law? La! I wonder by what yard-stick 

you measure wealth.” _ . 

Mr. Law laughed. “I do not trouble to measure it. My business 

is to create it.” 

“Like the alchemists.” 

“More successfully, I dare assert.” 

“You'll need the success if you allow such men to owe you such 
sums. In your place I should compel him to disgorge whilst he 
still has something left of Bernard's million. Perhaps you find me 
vindictive. I am when I think of my kinswoman. My hope for her 
is that she may leave him and return to England since he no longer 
possesses a roof under which to shelter her. He has been living near 
St. Philippe du Roule in the lodgings of a certain Colonel de 
Mille, a soldier of fortune, a man of his own kind, who was with him 

^ J Jj 

in the Austrian service, and turned out of it at the same time. 

Mr. Law was growing weary of her scandal-mongering. “Ah, 
well, he should be able to find a roof of his own now. I have advised 

wr 

him a purchase which should yield him a fortune before the year 
is out.” 

But the lady’s venom was not yet exhausted. “And he repays you 
by making love to your wife. It is what I should expect of 

T * 

him. 

“Let me assure your ladyship that he wastes his time.” 

“It is for you to make sure of that,” she said, and at last gave 
.attention to her other neighbour, leaving him free to devote himself 

o * o 

to Madame dc Sabran, who was warmly genial to all men. 
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Later, when they had risen from table and passed into the salon 
the Count of Horn came urging Mr. Law to make a faro bank’ 
Considering what Mr. Law had just learnt the moment was ill- 

others 1 * ^ ^ hCad * They WCre standin § apart from the 

There are, he said, “two excellent reasons why I should not: 

o not care to make a bank in my own house, and it is my practice 
never to play with a debtor.” y 1 

* or . n > taI f n aback > flushed before he answered with a laugh: 
That is to deny a man his revenge.” 

“Oh, no. From me any loser may have all the revenge he 
pleases. But not until he has paid his last losses. There is a bagatelle 
of five thousand louis for which I hold your paper, Count.” 

“And you are pressing me for payment?” 

Law suspected the impertinence of a sneer. 

<«T>_ r-ir** « - 


time 


)> 


“You should know that every louis I possess is in the Compagnie 
de Gambie.” r 6 

How much have you contrived to buy?” 

All that I could pay for. Some seven thousand shares at about 
one hundred livres. 


“Take them to my bank, hypothecate them for half their cost, 
and with the proceeds make a further purchase.” * 

“If one could be quite sure. ...” 

I think you may be. But be discreet, or we shall have the price 
rising prematurely.” 

Depend upon me. And now, this faro bank?” D , Argenson and 
La Grange were approaching. He appealed to them. “Come and 
persuade the Baron to give us a deal at faro.” 

“You would waste your breath,” Mr. Law assured them. “It 
is too distasteful to me to win money from my guests.” 

“Must it be forgone?” La Grange asked him. 

“Not forgone. But it might happen, and I dare not have it 
happen under the eyes of Monsieur d’Argenson.” 

“Will you always, rally me for what is past?” grumbled 

d Argenson. The fact is that I actually acted as your advocate with 

the King. I protested to him that having had you watched I was 

convinced that your play was as scrupulously fair as your luck was 
uncanny.” 

“Your agents did not watch me closely enough.” 

“Eh?” D’Argenson was startled. 



‘‘Otherwise they would not have attributed all to luck. They 
would have perceived that mere luck could never be so consistent. 
No, no. I am never tired of announcing that I win by avoiding the 

errors by which men lose.** 

“Do you never suspect, Baron,** asked La Grange, “that that 
is something which your good fortune has deceived you into 

believing.** 

“Let me show you a thing,’’ said Mr. Law. “It is a crude, simple, 
elementary thing, perhaps, but it will serve to demonstrate calcula¬ 
tion’s part in gaming. In all your experience as Lieutenant-General, 
Marquis, have you ever known a punter win at lottery dice?” 

“I’ll not pretend to have taken much interest in the game. So 

that I can’t answer you.” 

“Then you’ll never have observed that the high prizes that 
tempt the punters are on numbers so improbable as to be almost 
impossible, whilst on the probable ones the prizes amount to a mere 

return of the stakes.” 

“I don’t understand,” said d’Argcnson, “how it can be said of 

any numbers that they are probable.” 

“If the casts are honest,” added La Grange, “one number is 

as likely to be thrown as another.” 

“So they say who lose their money.” 

From the drawer of a lacquered cabinet he took a dice-box, and 
moved to a card-table, about which his guests came clustering. 

“Here are seven dice: the number used in these lotteries. With 
these any number may be thrown from seven to forty-two. Let me 
make a cast with them.” 

He rolled them from the box, and when thev had come to a 

standstill the dots added up to a total of twenty-three. “Imagine 

that to be the main, and accept it, or any of the three numbers 

immediately following, as constituting a nick. My wager is that I 

will throw one of those four numbers out of the fortv-two that may 

* 

be thrown.” 


“If you are really serious, said Horn, “I will lay you a thousand 
louis to a hundred against it.” 

Mr. Law shook his head. “Afterwards I should be accused of 


robbing you. 

Lord Stair interposed. “Let others share the risk with the Count. 
1'i! gladly bear a part of the wager.” 

“As I will,” said d’Antin. 

Still Mr. Law refused. “Afterwards, if you still wish it. But for this 




the*CounV'ofHW- m ° re ^* W * 8Br ° f Iouistoa *»*from 

On the word he rolled the dice from the bnv +u t , 

settled it was d’Argenson who called the score in a voice ofW? 
faction. It was again twenty-three. stupe- 


“Twenty-three!” echoed 


Mordieu , that 


escape.” His laugh was strained as he lugged out KsJZ *Fri7 
it was worth ten louis to see you do it.” P ^ 

If the dice are honest,” said d’Argenson, “you deal in marie 
ow e!se could you make them roll as you bid them?** ^ * 

llnlif __* . , 1* i J 


,, “°, n 'y ‘ he ma § !c . hes in numbers for those that understand 
cm. With seven dice the number of possible combinations is in 

chanoM°of 0 ^to)\Wng h seven rt and 0l tIm n< sam Ut 

cL£nmfo g f °7Tr° : th u‘ k t0 ^ Aere Um are r only C "even 

mU add up to any of the four numbers I have chosen In £ 

simple fact lies the deception. The odds, low at the extreme 

numbers, increase steadily in favour of die caster in a measure as 
you approach the mean ones.” measure as 

, He ‘°°, k U .P Hom ’ s ten louis- “If now you care to wager your 
thousand louis against my hundred, I shall be happy to obliee 

\ Oil# c 

The Count shook his head, and laughed. “Faith, I should ihan V 
you for having made the lesson so cheap." 


“I wonder have you really learnt it.'lf so you will realize that 
,? e P nnc jP* e 1S always the same, no matter what the number of 
dice employed. If remembered at hazard, a quick calculation of 

the odds of any throw will make fortune your servant in the lone 
run, however, at moments she may fail you.” 

D’Argenson wagged his big head. “I begin to think that the 

old King was right. You know too much about these things.” 
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CHAPTER VII 


WARNINGS 


Throughout that spring, the affairs of his Bank were expanding 
in every direction and the Mississippi Company gradually increasing 
in credit. If the shares were still well below their face value of five 
hundred livres, this was no more than natural, considering the 
temptingly reduced terms on which they had been issued. 

Mr. Law moved without haste now that he felt assured of 


ultimately prevailing, and he devoted a deal of attention to tighten¬ 
ing relations with the Regent. In this he encountered no difficulty. 
He was encouraged more cordially than ever to frequent the Palais 
Royal, and was always received there by His Highness with easy 

affability. 

Sometimes he renewed acquaintance with the Regent’s labora¬ 
tory, and discovered how wide was that versatile prince’s knowledge 
of chemistry and medicine. Sometimes he Jvas entertained in the 
tennis-court. His prowess there was such that the Regent, who 
delighted in the game but was an indifferent performer, would 
match him against Biron or Canillac or another of his best players 
and watch with interest the Scot's display of mastery. At another 
time it would be in the salle d'armes that Mr. Law would be required 
to exhibit a skill in swordsmanship that took full advantage of his 


height and uncommon reach. 

o 

On one occasion he was again admitted to that inner circle 
of intimates with whom the Regent made up those supper-parties 
of which the fame, distorted by calumny into infamy, was being 
bruited through the land. Here His Highness set aside the last 
remnant of his royalty, to become the boon companion of guests 
whose motley quality was a surprise to Mr. Law and diminished his 
pride in being among them. 

Biron and Canillac were of these, as well as the Duke of Brancas 
and three or four others of those whom the Regent described as his 
roars, and who gloried in the description, besides less regular guests 
such as die Count of Horn and the actor Bouldac. 


To the ladies of the great world, including Madame de Parabcre, 
die Regent’s present maitrcsse-en-tilre , appropriately named, it was 
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said, Marie-MagdaRnc, Madame de Sabran, who had formerlv 

su!l?d at to X i te id ffiCe ’ Mada r dC Wh ° Was P resentl V to 

succeed to it and—amazingly to Mr. Law—the Regent’s own 

aughter, the Duchess of Berri, were added a couple of opera-girls 

' “ c . conduct, scandalously loose, was almost a pattern of decorum 
to their nobler sisters. uccorum 

Servants were excluded, so as to abolish all restraint. If in one 
sense this was desirable enough, in another it left speculation of 
at occurred behind those closed doors to paint a picture far more 
scabrous than any that reality could have presented. Yet the 

enough n ^ ^ aw > w ^° was n °t squeamish, was scabrous 


The sbundant, rich and varied cold buffet, which the servants 
spread before departing, was supplemented by hot dishes cooked 

^ y means of spirit stoves and kitchen batteries entirely 

of silver. Here, whilst Madame de Sabran fried exquisite little 

tahan sausages in one pan, Madame de Parabere made an omelette 

toy ale m another, with cocks’ combs and carps’ roes, and explained 

to the astonished Mr. Law that the secret of its excellence lay in an 
extravagance of butter. 

At table all ate to excess, following the example of the Regent, 

whose peculiar notion of gastronomic hygiene was to make this 

his only square meal of the day, his dinner consisting of no more than 
a cup of chocolate. 

• d raR k to an excess even greater, and in a measure as the 

wine flowed, the talk loosened. Witty at first and ranging indiffer¬ 
ently over a variety of topics, it would quickly become ribald, and then, 
moie limited in subject, licentious and even grtvois. And in a measure 
as the wit faltered the laughter grew, and in lack of restraint the 

pretty young Duchess of Berri was without a rival in that abandoned 
company. 

By four o’clock in the morning, the Regent in his arm-chair 
amiably somnolent, leered upon a drunken company and at last 
announced that it was time for bed. 

Mr. Law, almost the only one to walk without a stagger, and 
thereby increasing the Regent’s regard for him, courteously de¬ 
clined the further proffered hospitality coyly pressed upon him by one 
of the opera-girls, and came out into the chilly dawn by the little 
side, door that opened upon the Rue de Richelieu. He awoke his 
chairmen who waited there, and had himself carried home, reflect- 
ing that a wise man should sup as rarely as possible with princes. 
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It resulted from his having been presented to the gay Duchess 
of Berri in such intimate surroundings that he received a few days 
later an invitation for himself and Catherine to a ball at her Grace s 
Palace of the Luxembourg, where she assembled the very flower 

of the Court. 

There, at some time after midnight, the Regent with the 
ijYipfjsuigly lovely Madame de Paraberc on his arm, sauntering 
through the succession of splendid scented ante-chambers, all gaily 
lighted and gaily peopled, came upon his daughter punting at a 
faro table under the guidance of Mr. Law. The tall, dark Scot, 
resplendent m gold brocade, white stockings and red—heeled shoes 
with glittering buckles, leaned over her Grace’s chair, directing her 

play. 

The dealer was the elderly Marquis de Dangeau, a player of 
skill, who had the repute of enjoying the favour of Fortune. To-night, 
however, it appeared that neither skill nor luck availed him against 
the Duchess and the famous martingale of Mr. Law, by which her 
punting was governed. Gold and notes flowed in a steady stream 
across the table, to swell the pile that rose before her Grace. 

The Regent paused, a hand familiarly on Law’s shoulder. “In 
the intervals of mending my fortune I find you engaged in making 
my daughter’s. I would I had more friends as devoted to my 

family.” 

“Your Highness suffers from no lack of friends,” said Mr. Law. 

“But they—alas!—suffer from a lack of your Midas’ touch.” 

“Is that so enviable? King Midas found it a curse.” 

“He lived in other times. To-day, though I hate to confess it, 
there is nothing that gold will not do for you.” 

“I cannot boast that I have found it so,” said Mr. Law. 

“He is lugubrious,” said the Duchess. “Like a victim of 
unrequited love.” 

The Regent pinched her check. “You assume too much, 
Jouflotte. But I interrupt. Continue to strip the Marquis 
naked.” 

“Fie! He is no longer of an age to bear the exposure.” 

The Regent laughed, and sauntered on with Madame de 
Paraberc, and very soon thereafter Dangeau got up to announce 
that lie had had enough, and that whoever cared for it might take 
his place. 

The Duchess waited for no more. She rose, ordered an elegant 
stripling who attended her, discharging the functions of an equerry, 
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to collect her 
to the ballroom. 


winnings, and commanded Mr. Law’s 


escort 


Side by side the tall Scot and the gav nlumn littV n u 
who was a blaze of diamonds upon shimmering white passedfr™ 

J b !. Ur °° m ’ ,. When . Ce fidd ?«. *»*» and hautbois 


defer i * V"V r “ rIuniiet * «cre, m a space which 

, °r s 'c “ w,m * I"*" “ i»» taa 


heavy 


serving 


fr!"T inS ,^ r0ng - Wthi " that S£ i uarc a half-score of couple™ 

ireaamg the measure. 

. W f a ? u to ° la . te >” said the Duchess. “It was my hope, Baron, 
to step it with you, in token of my gratitude. 5 * 

“And in defiance of your rank? 55 

Oh, as to that, I can sometimes be my father’s daughter.” 

1 he Regent spoke over his shoulder. “Too often, alas! For I 

am hardly the model father. But is it possible that you have denied 
Uangeau his revenge?” 

“He owned defeat, and fled the field. As for me, as a gambler I 

am ruined; for I vow that I shall never again dare to sit down to 
laro unless Monsieur Lass is beside me.” 


But the Regent was no longer listening. Madame de Parab£re 

had claimed his attention for an approaching couple. The man 

richly dressed in black was short, elderly and wizened, his sallow 

ace deeply lined. Short as he was, yet he was under the necessity 

o stooping so as to catch the words of his companion whom from 

her stature you might suppose a child had not her face corrected 

the impression, a sharp, petulant face with a pointed chin and dark, 

staring eyes. They were the Prince of Cellamare, the Spanish 

ambassador, and the Duchess of Maine; and the sight of them in 

such intimate conversation awakened memories in Mr. Law of 

what the Earl of Stair had told him. It appeared to have a similar 

effect upon Madame de Parabere, for she was murmuring to the 

Regent: You see? adding almost indignantly the question, 

’ How does she dare to be here?” 


The couple in their passage had come close, and the little 
golden-haired woman s fierce expression changed abruptly, as she 
"aught sight of them and found herself observed. She broke off* in 
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her speech to Cellamare, and paused to drop a curtsy to the 
Regent, who, smiling, acknowledged it by an inclination of the 
head and a lift of the hand. As she passed on with her escort, he 

answered Madame de Para here’s question. 

“Faith, is my daughter to close her doors to my brother-in- 

law’s wife?” 

“When she permits herself to threaten you.” 

“Shall I take account of the outbursts of a lady in a temper?” 
He spoke with his easy tolerance. “If I were to deal vindictively 
with all those w r ho inveigh against me, I could fill the Bastille from 
the attendance here to-night.” 

“I thank you, sir, for your opinion of my guests,” said his 


daughter. 

“It is that he must make light of everything,” Madame de 
Parab&re complained. “Will you tell me, Philippe, what that little 
dwarf has to do with the ambassador of Spain that she should be so 
close and intimate with him?” 

“Fie, madame! What are you suggesting? Monsieur de Cella¬ 
mare may no longer be as young as Madame du Maine’s friends 
might wish. Still, if she display’s a taste for the antique, who are we 
to sit in judgment.” 

Madame de Parab&rc became prim. “That is not amusing. If 
that woman had her way, you would be at war with Spain by now.” 

“Likely enough,” he agreed. “So we may laugh when we 
reflect how much there is to frustrate such wickedness. There is no 
lack of those who wave this bogey before my eyes. Even Monsieur 
Lass, here, has been guilty of it, and now behold milord Stair, 

another of the same fraternity.” 

His loidship, all in white, with the star of the Thistle on his 
breast and Madame Raymond on his arm was drawn by the Regent 
into his group. He was all compliments and felicitations for the 
Duchess on the splendour of her ball, full of glib adulation for 
tire Regent, and then permitted himself a flattering allusion to 
Mrs. Law which was calculated to sting. 

“I do not remember to have seen the Baroness in such beauty 

# 

as to-night. Monsieur de Horn is likely to have a dozen challen ges 
on his hands before morning from the gallants whose eagerness he 
is frustrating.” 


‘You should beware of the Comte de Horn, Monsieur Lass, 
tittered Madame Raymond. “A very dangerous man.” 




Mr. Law smiled. “But we’ll hope not rash. 
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Sceaux 


mi 7f; he , ed ’ Baron >” Duchess rallied. “He looks as If he 
might be making verses now. e 

Following the Hirertir\r» nf lu»^ __ _ .t . . . 


semi 


occupied a little rounded settle placed under a whhe “ 0 f 

Dtana, and the lower half of her face was screened by her 

„ , H “ P, et ‘ icoat f * ace Mils and rosebuds on a ground of ivory 
satm filled the settle on either side of her, so that there was room hr 

touchin/h 6 ' B » Ut ° Ver ^ baCk ° f U > hh y° uthful head almost 
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Mr. Law was at his ease. “If that be so, I can trust Madame 
need ” ^ ^ lm Wlt ^ rhymes for impudence that he may 


“Sublime faith!” Stair mocked him. 


Monsieur 


n 


laughed the Duchess. 


“Monsieur Lass, if what we have heard is true, lias not always been 
quite so trusting.” 7 

«t> 1 ?* aVe n ? t a * ways the same grounds for trust,” said he. 
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Monsieur 


. 1 -- 5^^ munsiLUl uc xaui ll 

is waiting to be relieved.” Bowing, he detached himself from the 

group, leaving the Duchess in the care of the Marquis de Canillac, 
and was gone. 


himself 


alone with Madame Raymond. The Regent and his ladies had 

moved off into the ballroom, where the minuet was now coming 
to its end. 


U 


Insolent upstart,” he muttered under his breath. 

m I* 1 « —. I _____1_ m ^ + m m a 
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Tinkling laughter answered him from his companion. ‘‘Horn 
will lower his crest for him. It’s but a question of time with that 
homme it femmes, once he’s committed to the chase.” 

“I wish him luck, and, faith, he’ll need it. The Laird of Lauriston 
can be dangerous.” 
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She was scornful. “So I’ve heard. But he does not look dangerous 

now. At least he seems to know his place.” 

Mr. Law had joined his wife and Horn, and could be seen 

addressing the Count with every sign of courteous affability before 
offering his arm to Catherine. 

“You must beware, my dear, of abusing the graciousness of 
Monsieur le Comte by too long an encroachment upon his 

attention.” 

Horn wondered, was he mocked, but deemed it best to take the 
speech at its face value. “Sir, he protested, you state the opposite 
of the fact. The encroachment was mine; the graciousness 


madame’s.” 

“That is to smother all in condescension. We take our leave, 
monsieur.” 

He bowed. Catherine sank in a curtsy, extending a languid 
hand. Horn, raising her by it, bore her fingers to his lips, with a 
murmured “Serviteur!” 

Not until they were home, and the sleek Laguyon had ministered 
to their needs and been dismissed, whilst Catherine, herself, was 
on the point of withdrawing, did Mr. Law offer any comment. 

“A moment, Catherine, if you please. I have a word to say.” 

On her way to the door she paused and half-turned. The 
ungraciousness of her tone was normal and calculated. “Will it not 
keep until morning? My woman is waiting to undress me.” 

“I will make it brief,” he assured her, coldly courteous. “Indeed, 
no more than a word. A word of warning.” 


“Of warning?” Her brows were puckered. 

“Against abusing this graciousness of Monsieur de Horn. That 
was how I described it to him. But I doubt he has no sense of irony. 
Fiobably little sense of any kind. A mere animal.” 

She had swung completely round and w r as staring at him. A 
sudden pallor overspread her face. There was a queer light in her 
eyes, a queer smile parting her full lips, almost an eagerness in 
her voice. “My God! Is it possible that you are jealous?” 

“No, ma’am. It is not possible. But I do not care to be the butt 
of ribaldries. I do not care to be told, as I was told by Lord Stair’s 
Madame Raymond, that Monsieur de Horn is a dangerous man. 
You will oblige me, Catherine, bv remembering it.” 

U ? j 4 O 


The abrupt change in her expression might have been revealing 
had he been properly attentive. The queer, almost eager little smile 
perished on lips that were suddenly distorted. 1’iorn pale that they 
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professional gambler? 
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with 


What 


You r warned. I’U not detain ^u. I W ^“tosay 
_ * ,-? Ut 1 “ ave > she , cried, which need not have surprised him; 

uu n»? af She .f T aid “* P° urin « over him a torrent of words that 
held httle sense “I am warned, am I? Of what am I warned’ 

rn,.M j pi yoU su PP ose . that I can fear? Nothing that you 
coidd do. Embroil yourself if you choose with the Count of Horn. 

e will break you for your pains; break you like the rotten make- 

eve you are. ho are you, what are you, to match yourself with 

a man of his quality, to vent your evil spleen for no better reason 
tiian because he chooses to be my friend?** 

• mount * n S ever > fanned perhaps by the cold impassivity 

m which he stood before her, she raged on: “Am I to deny myself 

a -r . w? b T CaUSC 1 have the misfortune to be your wife? Your 

When ^ _ _*_ . tr . y ^ 


1 j ! suppose a woman would submit to it. And, anyway, 
you had better understand that I am not that woman. And what 

manner o usband are you that you dare to reproach me with 

^ a ^ an ^ es ^ Why should I not, if it suits my inclination? 

a * e ^ owe you? How many infidelities of yours have I 

not endured and condoned in these miserable years? You warn me, 

o you. Let me warn you in my turn that I am no man’s slave and 

no man s chattel. I belong to myself. Understand that. I’U have the 
bestowal of myself as to me seems best/* 

She paused there a moment, staring at him; as if waiting for 

is reply. But as he olfered none, either in defence or in remonstrance, 

she finally exploded, sobbing: “So now you, too, are warned.” 

On that she swung round again, and swept weeping in fury 
from the room. 
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CHAPTER VIII 


# 


INVITATIONS 

Those summer d^vs were busy days for Mr. Law, perfecting his 
measures for die entire control of all French colonial possessions, 

of America, Asia and Africa. 

Meanwhile, the news from Louisiana was far from good. Of 
the precious metals in which the land had been described as rich, 
little or nothing was yet being extracted; no more was heard of the 
fabulous ubiquity of precious stones, the reports of which had 
served to build up the credit of the Mississippi Company and 

attract buyers for the shares. 

None of this perturbed Mr. Law. The gold and silver and the 
gems might or might not exist; but the fertility and productivity 
of the land were facts upon which he could confidently count to 
yield the riches he promised to his shareholders. Meanwhile he was 
careful to suppress the unfavourable reports he had received, lest 
jijgjp publication should have an unnecessarily discouraging effect 
not only upon the stock of the Mississippi Company but upon that ot 
those other companies which it was already rumoured that Mr. Law 
would shortly be controlling. 

His social consequence standing already so high under the 
Regent’s patronage, earned him in those summer days an invitation 

to spend a week at Sceaux. 

It came as a surprise, for whilst he had enjoyed the honour of 
presentation to the Duke and Duchess of Maine, he could hardly 
conceive that the pursuits to which he owed his fame would com¬ 
mend him to a lady who, outside of the noblesse, sought only wits 
and men of letters, both to promote and to share in the delights of 
her court at Sceaux. 

“Semper sursutn ,” was his comment to Catherine, with whom, as 
was usual, relations had resumed their coldy courteous normal after 
the explosion on the night of the Duchess of Berri’s ball. “ Semper 
sursum. Ever upwards. I may be the ignoble adventurer you like to 
account me, but it remains that I carry you from height to height. 
Our company is desired by her Grace of Maine, no less, the lady 
with secret aspirations to be Queen of France.” 
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He thrust before her the scented note from the n l , 
secretary Mal&ieux. It was charged with the device of a 
a bee, emblems of the Society of the Mouche-A-mid ,h» ;_, nd 


“The 


her d G^ ide " Cy ° f 7u ich made U P ,he a fi~ ect ation"under w'hTS 

her G ace pursue the more dangerous affectation of conspiring 

Count of Horn had told me to expect it.” V d ' T 

She made the statement with such calm that her husband 
unreasonably suspected defiance. Despite his warning she had 

SESrLS fre ^ nt in Ae Rue * 


regular 


of their frequent meetings elsewhere. ^ ° CCaSI ° D 

, I " a , t , ler1 /,. ' Vlr ' Law s t)rutiler had mentioned to him that there 

was talk of her constantly being seen with Horn among the fashion- 

able riders who frequented that chestnut-bordered avenue along 

the nver, the Cours la Reine. Mr. Law fully aware of this, observing 
it, knowing himself deliberately defied, continued amiably indiffer? 

Stence S ^7l t0the repr T ntations he had made It was a 

that j e f Cathcrme vaguely uneasy, secretly tormented by 

t ' ^!" a ,r SS, ° nate d “ ire . to e “d it that she flung 


— w ^ 0*^0^ V-/JI UCILLXU« 

“The Count of Horn?” he echoed reflectively. “So that is the 

i3.n3.tinn. I \ atc \q mthiixk _'_ 


Sceaux 


» 


“Not flattered? You are exigent. We could be paid no higher 
compliment short of a command to Versailles.” 

“That, of course, will be the view of Monsieur de Horn. It does 
not accord with mine. I owe my loyalties to His Highness, the 

Ss i r r M °~ d ' H ”"- 1 ^ -> 


“What do you imply against him?” 

, ‘‘T, hat i a r e r Cting f eVOtion to the R ^nt, he would do better 
to hold aloof from that court of discontent, the household of the 

Maines, where calumny of His Highness is the least of the offences 

TV Jf * ' j t x It is of a piece with all the rest I know of 

your Monsieur de Horn, an escroc, contemptible and faithless. If you 

felt the need to pick a gallant, it would have been more flattering 
to me to have picked one less disreputable.” 

“I was not concerned to flatter you.” 
v “You make it evident.” 

Nor does slander affect my esteem for a great gentleman.” 
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“Slander?** He uttered a short laugh. “A rascal who was kicked 
out of the Austrian Army, an escroc who is in everybody’s debt, a 
swindler who takes money—a million—from Bernard the Jew for 
corrupt services which he neglects to render. That is your great 

gentleman. Be proud of deserving his attention.” 

“Lies will not diminish that pride. And when we go to 

Sceaux. . . .’* 

“We do not go to Sceaux.” 

Dismay loosened her mouth. “How? Not go to Sceaux? You 
would dare to refuse what amounts to a royal command? 

“I have given you my views on Sceaux and its activities. That 

should suffice.” 

“Very well. As you please.” She stood tense and quivering. 
“But understand that whether you go or not, I certainly 

shall.” 

“Ah!” He merely sighed. “That would give rise to comment. I 

mean, if you went without me.” 

“Then perhaps you will perceive also the propriety of accom¬ 
panying me.” 

He strove with his impatience. “I have tried to tell you thatloyalty 
to His Highness makes it impossible that I should go.” 

“That is but a pretext. The Duke and Duchess of Maine were 
at the Duchess of Berri’s ball at the Luxembourg. How, then, can 
you talk of disloyalty in good relations with those whom even the 
Regent’s daughter receives? Besides, there is no reason why I should 
be bound by such ties of loyalty as yours.” 

“Or any other ties, it seems.” 

“Or any other ties,” she agreed. “So make your decision with¬ 
out regard for me. For whatever you may decide, I shall certainly 
be the Duchess of Maine’s guest.” She turned to go. “You under¬ 
stand?” 

Very quietly he answered her. “I understand that I have 
Monsieur de Horn to thank for this defiance, and that he becomes 
too troublesome. It has never been my way to prevail with you by 
violence, Catherine, and since I cannot prevail with you by reason, 
I must hope to do better with your Count.” 

She turned again, to face him, and she had lost some breath, 
“Are you mad? How do you suppose that he will receive you? Do 
you dream that a man of his station will tolerate your impertin¬ 
ences?” 

“Reassure yourself. I shall be strictly pertinent.” 
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She gave him a long, silent look of dislike. Then she shrugged 
Vou must rush upon your ruin if you will.” 58 * 

On that she left him, and it was some moments before he moved. 

He was roused by the clock on the overmantel striking the hour of 

ten the hour at which almost invariably he paid his morning visit 

to the Rue Qumcampotx, to cast his expert eye over the operations 

of the day and issue instructions for the guidance of his brother who 
remained as his deputy on the spot. * 

Suddenly realizing that he was late, he cast off the gloomv 

absorption m which Catherine had left him and was moving towards 

the door, when it was opened by a footman. With a murmured 

apology, the man would have withdrawn again, but that Mr. Law 
checked him. 


“What is it, Gilles?” 


“Pardon, monsieur. I am seeking Madame. It is that Monsieur 

inmtp r)o T-T«n L.>> 


le Comte de Horn is here. 


“Here? Then why do you not introduce him?” 

“He is below, monsieur, on horseback. I am sent to inquire if 
Madame will be riding with him this morning.” 

Mr. Law glanced at the timepiece. He drew a bow at a venture. 
“Monsieur le Comte is rather early.” 

“I think not, monsieur. This is his usual hour.” 

It was what hlr. Law desired to know. These morning rides, 

then, slyly undertaken in his absence, were something of a regular 

practice. No wonder that tongues were wagging and that a rumour 
of scandal had reached the ears of his brother. 


From the tranquillity of Mr. Law’s countenance, the footman 
could gather no hint of the indignation within him. “Ask Monsieur 
le Comte to give himself the trouble of coming up.” 

The footman bowed himself out, to return presently ushering 
the visitor. Horn, booted, spurred and handling a riding-switch, 
came in briskly, his manner effusive. “My dear Baron! I had no 
thought to intrude upon you. It is Madame la Baronne whom I 

seek, for the honour of escorting her should she choose to ride this 
morning. I trust I do not disturb you.” 

“In fact,” said Mr. Law, “you begin to disturb me a good 
deal.” 


“How?” The handsome face became serious, the tall figure was 
drawn stiffly to its full height. 

It occurs to me that Madame may have been riding with you 
too often lately.” He spoke with the utmost urbanity. “It is giving 
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rise to talk. You would not know that, of course. But now that I 
tell you, I am sure you will agree that she should decline the honour 

for the future.*’ . 

The young Count, at his ease, smiled with a touch of insolence. 

“I understand. If you assure me that it is Madame la Baronne s 

wish, I must regretfully bow to it.” 

U I can assure you that it is mine* said Mr, Law, Quickly, 

without giving the other time to speak, he went on: And there is 

another matter on which I am glad of a word with you. 1 under- 

ct'ind that it is bv vour good offices that we are honoured with an 

imitation* to'sceaux. if is flattering, but unhappily my affairs, 

as you will understand, do not permit me to be absent from Paris 

just at present. We shall, therefore, be reluctantly constrained to 

decline that honour also.” 

The Count’s face had darkened; his manner became more 
distant. “That your affairs should keep you here was more or less 
to be expected. A money-changer—your pardon, a banker 
must wait upon his clients. But, to be frank, my dear Baron, I per¬ 
ceive in that no reason to deny Madame la Baronne the entertain¬ 
ment Sceaux will offer her. The Countess of Horn, who returned 
a little while ago from England and who is a compatriot of the 
Baroness, will be accompanying me to Sceaux, and we shall be 

happy to have your lady with us.” 

“Even so, however, too much honour. I do not choose that my 

wife should go without me.” 

For all that from the outset Horn had been conscious of the 
hostility under the courtly phrases, the steel under the silk, he was 
now momentarily at a loss. He stumbled a little in his protest. For 
that, in the circumstances, I think I have the right to ask a reason. 
“It is the same as the reason why I do not wish that Madame la 

Baronne should ride with you again.” 

Horn tiushed. His temper was beginning to slip from him. “Do 
you know, mv dear Lass, that I begin to find you almost offensive. 
“Is it possible? It is an impression that I have earnestly sought 

not to convey.” 

“Then let me tell you that you fail. I have no more to say to 
you, 1 think.” He bowed perfunctorily. “I shall have the honour to 
wait upon Madame la Baronne, to take her wishes in the matter of 

c y* 

occaux. 

“A moment, Monsieur le Comte. It is foolish not to perceive 
that my wishes are those that count, and you are already aware of 
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them. I fear you compel me reluctantly to inform my servants that 
you are not again to be admitted.” Y servants that 

The Count’s face was suddenly white. He lost his head. PerhaDs 
he forgot how deeply he stood in this man’s debt; or perhaps fn 
hts passion and arrogance, he did not choose to remember if Hi" 
hand tightened on his whip. “ Camille! ” he said, through his teeth 
nd yielding to an impulse of passion he slashed at Mr. Law’s face’ 

anc?"lL Y P T Pdy rai r? hi l aimdid the Scot save «* c °unten- 

ance. Even as he parried, Ins hand closed over the whip and a 

swift wrench snatched it from Horn’s hand. Mr. Law bowed 
calmly ironical. Ltl ’ 

“So much was not necessary, monsieur. But at least it has the 
dfv a " A S H t bCmg My friends sha11 wait U P°“ you to- 

day.^ And he cast the whip at the Count’s feet. 

On me? Your friends? My God! Have you the impudence to 
conceive 111 meet you? Do men of my quality fight with money- 
changers. It may be done in England, or, perhaps, in Scotland.” 

I\/I T* I .O TlF I A. A I w a X 1* - _ a 1 * 1 * t _ — 


Mr 

continued--‘* v OL ^ auii y wiuiout replying, wtuist Horn 

“It does not happen in France, let me tell you, my good fellow ” 
He shook and slobbered in rage, and all the while Mr. Law, with 
the imperturbability of the complete gamester in the face of what¬ 
ever stake may be on the board, continued steadily to stare at him, 

or low rascals who forget their place a gentleman has a cane or a 
whip, as you’ve discovered.” 

stooped to recover his whip, wherebv he lost some disrnitv 

Then resuming it, he turned on his heel and stalked toward! the 
door. 

At your pleasure, said Air. Law. “After all, there are weapons 
more suitable than the sword for escrocs and cheats and such folk who 

orget. the obligations birth imposes. I shall see that you discover it, 
Monsieur le Comte.” 

But the Count had already reached the threshold, and gave no 
heed. 6 

Well, well! Aou go off with the honours,” Air. Law called 
after him. “For to-day.” 


it 
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CHAPTER IX 


THE GAMBIE STOCK 


Mr. Law came on a Monday morning of July into the room 
above stairs, which he had made his own in the Rue Quincampoix. 
It was die best room in the house, spacious and furnished so as to 
provide a characteristic setting for its fastidious tenant. A heavy' 
Aubusson carpet covered the floor. Two tall Venetian mirrors in 
rococo bronze frames rose above swag-bellied consoles in marquetry 
and ormolu, and between them on the sage-green panelling there 
was a replica from the master s hand of the tiiple portrait of the 
First Charles, which Van Dyke had painted for the purposes of 


Bernini. # 

An affection for the Stuarts was natural in a well-bred Scot even 

when a kinsman of Argyle’s. A rustic scene by Watteau, gay with 

colour and sunshine, and a couple of mezzotints by Carpi decorated 

the opposite wall. A great writing-table of rosewood, on cabriole 

legs with massive ormolu incrustations, stood in the middle of 

the floor. The window's—there w 7 ere tw 7 o of them, opening on to 

21 narrow balconv—stood wide to the warmth of the morning and 

t 4 


the sounds of the street below'. 

The establishment there of Law^’s Banque Generate had already 
created in the Rue Quincampoix an activity very different from 
that which it had formerly known. It had been increased by the 


foundation of the Mississippi Company 7 and the traffic in its shaies, 
and this increase had steadily 7 grown and was being further swollen 


of late by the confident rumours that Monsieur Lass would shortly 
be assuming the control of other named colonial monopolies, in the 
depreciated stocks of which men were already 7 dealing freely'. 

Mr. Law seated himself at his writing-table, which was quite 


bare, save for an inkstand in black onyx and silver, a silver pounce- 
box and a tray of cut quills. In a moment, by the door w hich he had 
left open, his brother followed him into the room. 

“Good morning, John.” 

“Good morning, Will. You have your note-book, I see.” 

“As you requested. And what of Catherine? Have you no word 


from Sceaux?” 
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“No direct word, since she went in spite of my wishes. It was 

not to be expected.” He spoke without heat. “But I receive my 

reports. By these Catherine is a great success with the wits of 
Sceaux.” 

Is that so? Yet, greatly as I esteem her, I should hardly be 
describing Catherine as witty.” 

“Would you not? My dear Will, in a woman a fair face and a 
white breast are a form of wit that’s most esteemed by men. She 
does not appear to be quite such a success with the women. Her 
conduct with Monsieur de Horn, I hear, lacks reticence, though 
why that should fail to commend her to the beau monde is not readily 
to be^ understood. Perhaps her sisters, made censorious because 
suffering from neglect, are virtuous in spite of themselves.” 

William, something of a puritan, considered him with grave 
disapproval. Will you really be as patient as you pretend?” 

“I have no cause to be other.” 

“Whilst the Count of Horn. . . .” 

Makes love to my wife. But so far, I am credibly informed, he 

suffers frustration. Madame de Horn, whose presence there made it 

possible that Catherine should go to Sceaux, appears to be seeing 

to it that her husband shall have no undue grounds for satisfaction 
therein.” 

Will s face was dark, his mouth scornful. “Do you really care so 

little? If that were my only warranty of my wife’s virtue, I’d as lief 
have none.” 

“But then, you’re not married, Will. No matter.” A wave of 

his fine hand dismissed the subject. “Let us come to business. I 

asked you to bring your note-book so that you might tell me how 

much stock in the Compagnie de Gambie has been bought by 
Horn.” 

Will drew a chair to the other side of the writing-table, sat down 
and opened his book. “I know that he originally purchased seven 
thousand shares at a cost of seven hundred thousand livres, because 
he hypothecated them here for half their value in order to buy 
another thousand at four hundred and fifty livres. His total holding 
to-day is of eight thousand shares for which he has paid rather more 
than a million and a quarter.” 

“And of this, then, he owes three hundred and fifty thousand 
to the bank. The balance probably represents all that he possesses 
in the world; indeed, rather more, for he’ll have no lack of debts. 
Tell me, what is the value of his holding to-day?” 
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“The stock will be standing at five hundred. He could sell his 
shares for two millions. A braw profit.” Then Will laughed un- 
pleasantly, “You go beyond my understanding. It is not every day 
that a man’ll be making the fortune of his wife s gallant. Will it 

be vour notion of how to protect her?”. 

“You think that humorous? Maybe it is. But as a prophecy 1 

have no opinion of it. Tell me what is the issued capital of the 

Compagnie de Gambic.” . 

Will referred to his book. “It is of six millions m shares of a 

thousand livres.” 

“And of these Horn now holds two-thirds. 

“Ay. Such is his faith in you.” 

“Where is the balance of two thousand shares? 

“We, ourselves, hold nearly half. The remainder is with the 

general public.” # 

“And the present price is five hundred livres?’ 

“Thereabouts; that is, if you can find sellers. But they’re none 
so easy to discover at present in view of the expectations. Befoie the 
rumour started that we are to take control, you could have bought 

your fill at a hundred livres.” 

“We must scotch that rumour,” said Mr. Law quietly, to Will s 
surprise, and went on to astonish him further. \ ou 11 offer a 
hundred of our shares to-day at four hundred and fifty, and 
another hundred to-morrow at four hundred. After that, we 11 


see/ 

“But, man,” protested Will, “if you want to sell our stock, theic s 

no need to lower the price.” . . 

Mr. Law smiled. “Say it’s a caprice of mine. Let McWhnter 


attend to it.” y 

“McWhirter 1” For a moment Will was speechless. “But that s 

to tell the world that you’re the seller, ou see the inference; 

“Ay, I see it fine.” Mr. Law took snuff delicately, and proffered 
the open box to his brother. “Didn’t you hear me say I am wanting 
to scotch that rumour. This should do it.” 


“But you’ll be throwing away a fortune,” cried Will in pain. 
Mr. Law snapped down the lid of his snuff-box. He dusted 
some fragments from the lace at his throat. “What s a fortune moie 

or less? A few millions are of no great account. 

What sharply followed does not need many words. By W ednes- 
day morning Angus McW r hirter, known to be Mr. Law s man, 
was offering the stock of the Compagnie de Gambie at three 



hundred, and by Wednesday evening word ran in the Rue Quin- 

campoix that there could be no foundation for the rumour that 

Mr. Law was interested in that Company. Upon learning this, Mr. 

Law’s instruction were that McWhirter should offer five hundred 
shares at two hundred. 


“But we don’t possess them,” his brother protested. “We’ve 
scarcely a share left.” 

Mr. Law smiled. “Yet we may sell in the confident expectation 
of a further fall.” 


His brother’s eyes were round. It was a novel notion for him 
that a speculation may be as profitable on a falling as on a rising 
market. It was something new in the art of gambling, and if it did 
not now succeed, that was only because the last buyer vanished 
when McWhirter made his offer. 

By that evening the clerks of the money-changers in the Rue 
Quincampoix were vainly offering the stock of the Compagnie de 
Gambie at prices which had successively fallen to fifty livres. When 
the market opened on the following day there were one or two 
speculative buyers at ten livres. The stock had become practically 
worthless. 

“I hope you’re satisfied,” said Will indignantly. “Judiciously 
handled this stock might have produced four or five millions for us.” 

“I am quite satisfied. Indeed, I would not sell my satisfaction 
for twice that sum.” 

On the Saturday of that fateful week Catherine returned to 
Paris, as airy and as much at her ease with her husband, as if there 
had been no difference between them on the subject of her absence. 
It may have surprised her that Mr. Law accepted without comment 
or allusion to her defiance the act of oblivion which she passed over 
it. For the rest she came back a little intoxicated by her success in 
the rarefied atmosphere of Sceaux. She boasted of the attentions 
shown her by the Duke of Maine, and of the court paid her by so 
many of the gallants among her fellow-guests. She had been made 
a Companion of the Mouche-a-miel } the order of chivalry founded 
by the Duchess of Maine, and she displayed with pride the gold 
medal of the order with the bee on one side and the head of the 
Duchess on the other, and with scarcely less pride she announced 
that the famous Malezieu had written some verses in her honour. 

Upon this Mr. Law’s comment was bitter-sweet. “I rejoice that 
he still discovered in you sufficient honour upon which to hang his 
rhymes.” 
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“Honour?” . „ 

"Say virtue, if you prefer it. 

“Must you always be churlish?” 

<C T« it churlish to rejoice in the unlikely. ^ ^ w 

“The unlikely!” Her exclamation combined indication wi 


alarm. 


“You would give Malezieu and his ineffable kind every reason 
to Jevcit sTand no doubt Monsieur de Horn wouid be at pant, 

*° a< You believe d that!” Her eyes were black pools in the sudden 
whiteness of her face. 

“I believe that you imvc ..o — ■ - . 

Countess of Horn, although you may not yet perceive it. 

. •_ i 4 . —A mu T won ri¬ 


te 


thank 
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Hdll not pmtend to misunderstand you. I wonder, John, i. 
there any insu/your mind will spare me.” Then abruptly .casting 
off all defiant mockery, she surprised him by pleading. John. 

I were to say that I am sorry for not heeding you, sorry that I we 


t0 S “You would leave me wondering what was the experience that 

^She drew nearer, under the strong urge of a conciliatory impulse 
“I did not know when I went that he had quarrelled with you, that 
he had struck you and then refused to meet you tn terms of further 

insult.” 

“It should not surprise you. It is what you foretold. But I sec 

that he informed you of it. Expecting your applause. 

“Can vou suppose that he received it?” 

* 1 r i . i j* J_ 


a 


<< 


Can you assure me that he did not? 
Does it need that I assure you?” 

. . 1 T 111 T- 




termi 


I uui iiiLiuui; ^ --— o 

you used with me when I desired you not to go to . ceaux. 

Her face puckered. She twisted one hand in the other. It you 

knew, John, how bitterly I regret it all.” . . 

Matter and manner filled him with increasing wonder y eu 

unusualness. . . . . . 

After a moment she added: “At least I have signified it plainly 
to Monsieur de Horn, and I hope that I shall never see him again. 

“Ah! It is likely, then, that you will not.” He moved towards the 
door. With his hand upon the knob, he turned to add with a grim 
smile: “Do not be troubled about me as concerns Monsieur dc 

Horn. He is paid.” 
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Paid? she questioned. But he went out without explaining. 

Of that payment Monsieur le Comte was made aware on the 

following Monday, when he, too, came back from Sceaux. He 

found a note awaiting him from the Banque G6n£rale, requesting 

him to give himself the trouble of calling upon the director on a 
matter of the utmost urgency. 

Considering, however, the state of his relations with Mr. Law 
it was not his intention ever again to set foot within the Bank. Nor, 
he might and did congratulate himself, was there the need. His 
operations in the stock of the Compagnie de Gambie, for which it 
amused him to think that he had to thank Mr. Law, were already 
showing him a rich profit. Already he had virtually doubled- the 
money he had received from Bernard, that other fool of a financier. 
For the moment, and in order to spare himself embarrassments, 
that was necessary was that he should give a broker of his choice 
an order on the Banque Generale for the stock it held in his name. 
The man he chose was one Hoquet, a money-changer, whose 
counting-house was actually in the Rue Quincampoix, a man with 
whom he had had some dealings in the past. 

Before his airy announcement that he proposed to transfer to 
the care of the Sieur Hoquet all his effects with the Banque Generale, 
a matter of a million and a half, the banker abased himself and was 
voluble in assurances of how well the interests of so exalted a client 


ail 


would be served. But when he had cast an eye over the Count’s 

order on the Banque Generale, the pursy little man’s expression 

changed. Knowing his place, he addressed his noble client in the 
third person. 

“Is this the total of Monsieur le Comte’s effects?” 

“The total.” Horn was complacent. “It should represent to-day 

a good round sum. At what do you now quote the Compagnie de 
Gambie?” 

Hoquet blew out fat lips in deprecation. “Monsieur le Comte 
will have been out of Paris lately, I suppose. Actually the last sales 
made were at thirty. That was two days ago. On Saturday.” 

“At thirty?” Horn’s brows darkened in bewilderment. Then 
they cleared. “Oh! At thirty louis.” 

There was a hollow laugh from the banker. “Livres, monsieur. 
Thirty livres.” 

This made Horn stare in speechless amazement. Slowly the colour 
mounted to his face. “What the devil are you saying? Are you 
drunk by any chance?” 
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Monsieur Hoquet drew himself up as stiffly as his podgy figure 

nermitted, whilst Horn raged on. c , i j 

“When I left Paris, ten days ago, the stock stood at five hundred 

t_rloilv Hnw ran it oossiblv be at thirty to-day? What 


“Ah! I was right in supposing that monsieur had been out of 
Paris not to know what has happened. There has lieen a collapse m 
this stock during the past week.” He cast an eye over the figures on 
the sheet. “Faith, monsieur would be fortunate to-day if he could 

realize a thousands crowns on this,” 


crowns 


was 


si 


«I doubt if monsieur could get even so much. The stock is 

virtually worthless. , 

“Worthless! My God!” However much his rank might urge a 

dignified impassivity, the Count found it impossible to contemplate 

impassively the incredible melting away m a few days of a fortune 

of a million and a half. “Oh, but that is impossible. He jerked 

himself to his feet. “Impossible, name of God! How can such a 

tllin “Oh, P as to that, this stock has been unreasonably inflated by an 
assumption that Monsieur Lass would take over the monopoly of 

Gambie and add it to the Mississippi.” . 

That was no assumption,” roared Horn. ‘ I know it to have 

been his intention.” ..... 

“Monsieur is no doubt right. But clearly it is Ins intention no 

longer, for he has been selling what stock he already possessed, that 

is what has caused this dsgmigolade. . 

“Give me that paper.” The order upon the Banque Gdn6rale 

was almost snatched from Hoquet’s hands, “k ou shall hear rom 

me again when 1 have seen Monsieur Lass. 

He stamped out, violently swinging his long cane, and went 

down the street, to storm into the Banque Gcnciale, bieat ness y 

clamouring for Monsieur Lass. ? 

An elderly clerk conducted him upstairs to Mr. Law s handsome 

room. It was not, however, Mr. Law who piescntly came to him 

there, but a gentleman almost as tall and dark, of the same courtly 

fastidiousness in his dress and placid urbanity in his manner. 

Announcing himself the servant of Monsieur le Comte, lie professed 

himself grateful for this prompt response to the note in which he had 

praved for the honour of a visit. 
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Horn cut him short. 


Ct 


Monsieur 


Be good enough to call him.” 

“But Monsieur le Baron is not here. Permit me to present 

myself. I am his brother and his deputy in the direction of the 
Bank.” 

“So there are two of you in this thieves’ kitchen?” 

M ^ M * _ * 


Monsieur says?” 


Horn spoke of his stock in the Compagnie de Gambie, indig¬ 
nantly repeating what Hoquet had told him, and still more 
indignantly demanding to know if it were true, and, if so, how it 

came to be true that a fortune of a million and a half had vanished 
in a week. 

William Law was grave. “I am afraid that it is rather less than 
the truth. For not only has your million and a half vanished, as 
you say, but it has swept with it a matter of three hundred and 
fifty thousand livres which the Bank lent you on the stock of your 
original purchase. That is the present extent of your debt to us, 

which,” added William Law pleasantly, “we shall be glad to have 
you settle at your early convenience,” 

Limp, white-laced, chap-fallen, Horn stared at the smiling 
banker, who so urbanely announced to him his utter ruin. At last, 
Have you the courage, ’ he cried, “to add mockery to your tricks? 
Have you the effrontery to say that I am in your debt?” 

You w'ould surely not have the Bank be at the loss of the 

9 f 4| _ „ ^ 


advance it has made 


<< 


you 


What 


There was foam at the corners of his lips, his eyes had become 
blood-injected, “What of the swindle that has been practised on 
me? My God! you villains, do you imagine I will submit? I bought 
this stock in Gambie on your brother’s recommendation, on his 
assurance that he would be taking control of the company and that 
its stock w r ould rise, as rise it did at first.” 

“At best,” he was answered, “that could be no more than an 
opinion. In such matters no man can be infallible.” 

4 'That he was to assume direction of the Compagnie de Gambie 
was no matter of opinion. W r as it a lie?” 

“I cannot tell you what was in my brother’s mind. But if he 

told you that, he must so have intended at the time. In finance a 

change of intention is always possible and may result from a variety 
of causes.” 


“So that is how you explain this. 
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this cursed swindle.” 


“I do not think,” said William with frosty dignity, “that it can 

nrofit us to continue this discussion. _ 

P “Do you not?” The Count stared at him for a speechless moment 
mit of a in-ey face from which the normal beauty had been distorted. 
Then, abruptly, he broke into laughter, made horrible by rage. 
“Mv dear sir I begin to find you an amusing scoundrel. Not only 
am I to be at* the loss of a million and a half, but I am to pay your 
rascally Bank a further three hundred and fifty thousand hvres for 
the privilege of being robbed by you. I’ll see you and your damned 
brother broken on the wheel before you have another hard of mine. 
And broken on the wheel I’ll see you in any case. Do you dream 
that I’ll suffer myself to be robbed in this impudent manner. 
William had risen, and was crossing the room. He opened the 


coor. 


“Your servant, Monsieur le Comte! . 

From the manner in which Horn gripped his cane, the banker 

thought him about to strike with it. But perhaps he remembered m 

time what the last blow of that kind was costing him. ^ 

“You shall hear from me soon again, you scoundrels, he 

“The Regent shall hear of it. He shall have the whole 
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storv. His Highness is my kinsman. Perhaps you rascals had ior- 
gotten that. But as God lives I’ll make you remember it to your 


cost. 


5J 


He flung out still raging, to find a hackney-coach in which he 

had himself carried at once to the Palais Ro) al. 

He arrived there, as it appeared to him, at a fortunate moment. 

But the appearance was to prove deceptive. The Regent, newly 
risen from the council-table, was able and willing to see him at 
once, and he was ushered into the Duke’s study, the light and rather 
gay room in which his versatile Highness sometimes painted, some¬ 
times wrote music and sometimes gave himself to the. study of the 
works of others in a variety of fields. The Abbe Dubois, lately pro¬ 
moted to be Secretary of State for foreign affairs, was with him 

when Horn was introduced. 

“Ah, Joseph! What is there for your service?” Thus the Regent, 

familiarly, with a lift of the hand. 

Horn’s patronymics were Antoine-Joseph, and to all his inti¬ 
mates he was Antoine. It was characteristic of His Highness that he 
should find ironical amusement in the use of the second name, so. much 
at variance were its chaste associations with Horn’s proclivities. 
Still quivering with an indignation which reflection had merely 
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deepened, indifferent to the presence nf n,,k * 

nothing who mirfit hear of* I a » • r u ^ 01s > caring, indeed, 

Of the mfam r> h< ; P**A out his tale 


r™ D - — me victim. 

seated at his ease heard Him o* al 

a gravity which diminished as the account proceeded“wh “V*’' 

done, to Horn’s horrnr Rio rr u proceeded. When it was 

Do you seriously tell me Joseph actua Jy lau S hf *d. “ Corbleu! 
livres?” V * Joseph » that y° u disposed of a million 


CC 


I do not think that even Lass will deny that 

I Unch I7A11 rs.^v.J J « / ♦ 
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millions 
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find 


himIe h lf e e e ve"y S libeny Utter ° f laU§ht£r fr ° m Dub ° is > who 

1‘You hear. Even my good Abbe finds it amusing.” 

not so amusing,” chuckled Dubois, “as might be the 


answer. 

U 


cry," m^TAph?" ° f ^ AbbA Wh * “ *e 


Horn glared venomously at Dubois, whose malice out him 
momentary out of contenance. “There is no mystery, monsdl^T 

^ His H V h " SUbj u C *f? t0 3 foul swindle fa plainenough.” ' 
know howtXLm^l^ "r e f r her . arched - “»« “"less I 


' . „ , J unuivn* now can I believp that 

you were swindled of it?” ueueve mat 

momeigneur?” ^ ^ “ Is not ^ -ord sufficient, 

denf^th 16 v T nt , pla J fulIy rallied him - <<For a million? That’s a 
deal with which to load your word, my friend.” 

our Highness is amused at my expense* 


-y V -— » *7 

But no, but no. It is your tales that are amusing: one, that you 
possessed a million; the other, that my friend Lass has robbed you 
of it. Faith, J don t know which is more unlikely.” 

The Count breathed hard. “I see that Your Highness refuses to 
m* - He was quivering with anger. “I beg leave to 

Eh? The Regent’s plump, smooth face became suddcnlv 

t ® j • i . * do not happen to be 

hiding something so as to abuse my faith? To be dealing in half- 

Surprising a sly grin on Dubois’ lips, he asked him bluntly, 
What do you know of this, Abbe?” 7 

The Abbe was rnKhino- liio u* t_i. _i , ... 


take me seriously. 

withdraw 
<< 
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the wide, almost lipless, mouth became further extended. “Very 
little. Nothing of what Monsieur Lass may have done. But enough 
to assure Your Highness that Monsieur de Horn is not exaggerating 
when he says that he possessed a million. There’s a whisper that he 

had it from Samuel Bernard.” • 

The Count bit his lip, perhaps to stifle the curse that rose to it. 
“From Bernard? From that scoundrel?” Ilis Highness was now 

entirely serious. “And for what, if you please?” 

With all the air of hastening to Horn’s assistance, Dubois 

calculatedly made matters worse. “Oh, but just one of those little 
presents with which financiers seek to win favour at Court. 

The Regent scowled. “Is it possible that you accept such 
presents, Comte? I refuse to believe that you are w ithout the 

prejudices with which a gentleman is born.” 

The Count quivered as if struck. Inwardly sick with rage and no 
longer master of his wits, he was shamed into the blunder of a lie. “It 
should scarcely be necessary. It is surely inconceivable that I should 
accept presents from any Samuel Bernard. This was a loan, Highness. 

“A loan?” His Highness’s short laugh suggested incredulity. 
“I should have thought that even more inconceivable. But no 

o 

doubt you were able to give him good security.” 

“Naturally, monseigneur.” 

“Naturally, of course.” The Regent waited. “Well? You do not 
choose to tell me what it is?” 

“I did not realize that Your Highness was demanding to 
know.” 

“Demanding? Of course I don’t demand. How could I? But 
there is an oddness here which I thought you would be anxious 
to explain. Bernard is in gaol. He has been squeezed in the press of 
justice until he could drip no more ill-gotten gold. In the circum¬ 
stances I should expect him to be eager to collect all his resources.” 

But Horn was not to be pinned. “I have no doubt that he is, and 
that is now my danger, thanks to this cold-blooded swindle by 
Lass.” 

“You mean the danger that Bernard will realize on the security 

he holds.” As if in kindlv interest, he added: “Would that be so 

* * 

disadvantageous to you? I cannot judge without knowing the 
nature of it.” 


“Its nature?” Horn contrived another wriggle. “If you must 
know, monseigneur, it is a security supplied by my wife.” 

“You are fortunate in your lady. Not her jewels, I hope.” 




her jewels. No.” He was recovering his self m. 
feeling reassured. “What matters is th af ,'P ossessi on. and 

»»ky ■ i».:r„ „t u t svr s*; *• 

for justice against this man, Lass.” * * Y ur Hl ^ness 

yes. Against my friend Lass ” tht> n,,!™. . 

told you, you say, that the Compagnie de Gamht w He 

into his control?” 1 S Gamble would be passing 


“Rn^rn 8 ^ a “ UrailCe l bought the Stock.” 

“Predsdv S mn r ^ PUrP “ e fr ° m Samuel Bernard?” 
rrecisely, monseigneur.” 

“And, of course, you possess the stock?” 

“s *.»*- ^ 

repayment of 


J) 




this is now claimed from me. It is all part of the swinX 

“Whatsit,Vbbd ?’" 8 S ° Und fr0m Dub0iS ' 

“The folly of some noblemen when they adventure into the 

blasts °o“ a colX^cutoiywoHd ” atCd CMdren ^ t0 Ule 
Z° f u mean of cold, calculating swindlers,” cried Horn. 

is there wldrb m t ° ^ j WindIed yOU > mo ” ? The stock 

is there which Monsieur Lass advised you to acquire. 

“For a^eek ^ U “ wortilIess? ” Horn was impatient. 

Does thaTlook a T-f^ aSS ' ^ ^ W been seIIin g stock. 
°^ Nekher°the S Ahh^ ^ 1 '° C ° ntro1 ° f the c ompany?” 

you. But what I can do, my dear Horn, I will. The security which 
you tell me is held by Bernard actually, like all his property, now 

surrender 0 i^ ^ ^ the StatC Bernard sha11 be required to 

• + r Tbe ? tatej as y . ou know » m y dear Count, is far from affluent 
m these days; but it can still, in exceptional cases, afford some 

generosity, and I shall see to it that the State restores your property 

or, rather, your lady’s property. I could not suffer the Countess of 
Horn to be at such a loss.” 

. The: resolve, was characteristic of this generous, extravagant, 
improvident prince, who not only had never learnt to refuse, but 
who could bestow with prodigality without even waiting to be 


Hoi n, however, was in no case to savour this generosity. 


Nothing could more profoundly embarrass him. He perceived how, 

Minded by ^^^hatTe Regem, »o fully aware of 

relieved, should^ won erjiow ^ foreseen that the question was 
Si noi be met, save by plunging m,o this morass of 

his million as the price of extricating himself and effacing all 

misrepresentations. h i; hcre 

wig met brow, he stood before the Regent, who smiled as he waited, 

and before Dubois, who also smiled, but in sheer derls '°"- . . 

“1 hope,” said His Highness, “that this will content you without 

the need to trouble Monsieur Lass.” Over his shoulder to Dubois 
he added: “You will make a note, Abbe, to have Bernard questionc 

to-morrow in this matter.” . _ , » 

Desperately, under the stress of fresh necessity, Horn floundered 

further. “Surely that will be idle. Bernard will deny it, o 


course, 




it - 

The Abbe looked shocked. “Deny it?” he cried. “Deny that you 
had a million from him? How could he deny it? How do you 

suppose that I happened already to know it? 

A grin tightened the skin of that lean face as he paused before 

answering his own question. “You see, Monsieur le Comte, we ha\e 

seized Bernard’s papers. That is where I found the lecoid of it. 

^ jh 

Perhaps it had not occurred to you. 

“Did you find. . .” impulsively Horn w r as beginning, w T hcn he 

stopped. “No matter. I . . .” 

“ You were about to ask, I think, did we find a record ot the 
consideration he received. There was a note in cipher. It did not 
suggest a security.” 

The Regent looked at the Abbe with sudden sharpness. How 

^ *1*1 J J 

can you say that, unless you can also say what it did suggest. 

Dubois was softly rubbing his hands again, a gesture that Horn 
found hateful. “But I am quite prepared to say so, Highness, 
although the notion may seem absurd, and Monsieur lc Comte 
will no doubt deny it. It suggested—how shall I say it?—it suggested 
that Bernard made this payment for services rendered, or to be 

rendered.” 
tg/d 
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.JI?” S ii ble ,’” , Sa j d , the * e S ent - “ w hat services could be in 
question. He looked from the Abbe to the Count. 

him tflf lnstances discovered,” the Abbd slyly answered 
at Court for—ah—protection^ 36 **“*" t0 PerS °“ ° f influcnce 
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S " H0 ™' “ Y - -T nothing! Is h^ibleT^ 


don’t deny it?” 

had 1 be e come Un a t ll"Z "i ^ denials > whose u! dmate futility 

he spoke! ' h ’ Wlth S “ defiance > and shrugged as 
It was a moment before the Regent appeared to interoret th- 

him to his feet. “Is this really possible?” ’ ‘° n 

let thlmGlf he! M egends glance ; Horn partly raised his arms, and 

I was hard pressed,” he growled. V 

thievfnA!.^ P I CS r d l-'i hat >OU ’ a gentleman, took a bribe from this 
thieving Jew. And did you even earn it? I do not remember that 
you interceded for him.” 

I * . . I had not so much effrontery.” 

S ° e drontery? Really! But you had effrontery 

enough t° come here complaining that you had been defrauded of 

this million which you obtained by fraud. You had effrontery 
enough to stoop to falsehood. ...” 

Monseigneur!” It was a cry at once of pain and of anger. 

But the easy-going Regent was for once implacable. “Is that 

oo much to say? How do you suppose that men of honour will 
describe it?” 


He went on without waiting for an answer, “I have known you 

gui ty o irregularities in the past, monsieur. More than once for the 

sa e o your blood I have helped you to extricate yourself from 

situations that imperilled your honour. But that you should lie to 

me like a lackey! That is something that I will not condone. I am 
ashamed for you. But there!” 

He sighed, and let fall some of the sternness that was so foreign 
to him and in which his indolent nature was uncomfortable. “It 
is useless to say more. I will do you the justice to suppose that I 
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could say nothing that you will not already have said to yourself. 
You are permitted to go.” 

Almost sorrowfully he added: “And, of course, you will under- 

stand that you cannot again be received here.” 

The Count bowed low in silence, his face twitching. He moved 

backwards towards the door and in silence went out. . 

The Regent sat down on the clavichord-stool, with his back to 

the instrument. He took snulT to soothe himself. “Poor devil! he 

sighed. _ . „ 

“Your Highness wastes pity,” said Dubois. “A mauvais sujet.. 
“Ah! And what are you, Abbe? Have you never taken a biibe? 
How much does Lord Stanhope pay you to keep me well disposed 

towards England?” 

Dubois swelled indignantly. “I have never taken a louis that 

was not to further your interests.” 

“Oh, to further our interests, of course. And, anyway, you were 

not born a gentleman. So it’s no great matter. You may perceive 

that the condition has its disadvantages.” 

“A scoundrel,” said the Abbe sententiously, is a scoundrel 

however he may be born.” 

“That is what madame my mother says when she speaks of 
you. Like you, she lacks charity, which may be pardonable in a 
woman but is abominable in a priest—even a nominal one. That 
poor devil was hard driven by temptation, which is something you 

have never known.” 

“Oho! Have I not, monscigneur?” 

“I do not mean that it is temptation you have never known. 
What you have never known, is to be hard driven by it. You have 
always yielded readily. But no matter. It is not you who gives me 
concern. It is this unfortunate fellow of whom necessity has made a 
rascal. I hope that he will have the good sense to leave Paris for a 
while.” 

Monsieur de Horn, however, had no such notion. If the shame 
in which he left the Palais Royal was deep, deeper still was the rage 
at having been so trapped, and the object of this rage was, of course, 
the Laird of Lauriston. He took the view, not only that Mr. Law 
had cruelly defrauded him, but that it was Mr. Law’s credit with 

m * 

the Regent which had denied him redress and turned the tables 
upon him by uncovering his questionable transaction with Samuel 
Bernard. Utter disgrace must follow upon the disclosure of this as the 
reason for his expulsion from Court, as if there were not already 
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enough to bear in the complete financial ruin which, in an excess 

of irony, had overtaken him at the very moment when financial 
redemption had seemed firmly within his grasp. 

In his desperately vindictive mood and in casting about him 
lor means to gratify it, he thought of his friend de Mille, and sought 
him out m his mean lodging opposite Saint Philippe du Roule. 

A large man of a rather raffish exterior, mitigated by an air of 
command, acquired in the course of his military career, it was one 
of the Colonel’s delusions, based upon a couple of easy victories 
over fledgelings, that he was something of a swordsman. Therefore 

catt 111 s commission flattered him. Ignorant of that sinister side 
ot Mr. Law s past history, it did not occur to de Mille that a money¬ 
changer might be an awkward opponent on the field of honour. But 

he wondered why Horn’s deadly animosity should not fire him to 
act lor himself, and he said so. 

Don t you understand that I am in disgrace with the Regent 
on this man’s account?” Horn asked, by way of explanation. “If 
weie to defy the edicts I should not be forgiven.” 

“Whilst I may defy them and go hang.” 

“Arrange it so that the provocation comes from Lass, and since 

theie is no prejudice against you, that will be a sufficient answer. 

I can contrive a hundred louis at once when it is done, and in the 

future, when I am in funds, you can count upon me as in the past.” 

De Mille’s resources in those days permitted him neither to 

refuse a hundred louis nor to decline to oblige a man to whom he 

owed so much and to whom in the future he hoped to owe so much 
more. 

He sought his opportunity, and was some days in finding it. It 

was provided at last by merest chance when he happened to be 

one of a party at the Duke of Antin’s, which included also Mr. Law. 

After supper a half-dozen of them sat down to dice for easy stakes. 

De Mille, himself, was not of the players, but hovering about the 

table as an onlooker he presently perceived his chance. Mr. Law 

had made a cast, called the main, doubled the stakes, thrown again 
and won. 

“Uncanny!” said the Colonel with an unpleasant laugh. 
“Permit me.” He leaned over, picked up one of the dice, and 
indifferent to the stares of amazement, balanced it by its comers 
between finger and thumb. “In effect, it does not turn,” he said in 
tones of surprise, and tossed it back on to the table. 

On the deadly silence there was the sharp clap with which Mr. 
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Law set down die dice-box. “What does that mean, Colonel de 


Xlillc?” 

“A habit of mine,*’ said the Colonel with his impudent laugh 

“It’s prudent to test the tools of a professional gamester. 

D’Antin heaved himself up in anger. “Are you crazy, Colonel 


or mere ly more drunk than usual. ^ ^ 

But Mr. Law had lost none of his placidity. “He is neither, 

mv dear Duke. He is merely provocative, the bully swordsman hired 

* 


to a job.” 

“Do you say that of me?” 
simulated. The cold contempt 


roared de Mille. Nor was his anger 
of Mr. Law’s quiet voice had cut 


him to the soul. , 

“It’s no more than you deserve,” d’Antin condemned him. 

The Colonel wrapped himself in dignity. “I’ll venture to remind 

you, monseigneur, that I am your guest, and that my affair is with 

your foreign friend.” 

Mr. Law smiled. “You admit to an affair, then?” 

De Mille was cautious. It was for him to take and not to give 

offence. “Quite enough has been said. 

“Too much in fact,” cried d’Antin, whilst the others looked on 


in forbidding silence. 

“As you say, Monsieur le Due; too much. My friends shall wait 
on vou, Mr. Law, so that we resume the discussion on another plane. 
I take my leave, monseigneur.” He bowed, first to the Duke and 
then to the company, "and stalked out with airs of righteous 


indignation. 

D’Antin was distressed. “My dear Lass! That this should happen 
in my house 1” And he added: “You are under no necessity to meet 

that fellow.” 

“Could I deny myself the pleasure?” laughed Mr. Law. 

The meeting took place in the Bois de Boulogne two days later, 
with d’Antin as Mr. Law’s second. As a spectacle, the onlookers— 
most of whom had been at the Duke’s party—found it disappoint¬ 
ingly brief. At the end of not more than a half-dozen disengages, Mr. 
Law, putting aside a high thrust, stepped inside his opponent’s 
guard, and drove his blade through the Colonel’s sword-arm. 

Whilst the surgeon in attendance w r as bandaging the wound, 
Mr. Law stood close to the wancing de Mille. “It would have taken 
me even less time to run you through the body, my Colonel. Let 
me advise you not to recommence; for you cannot expect me again 
to be at so much trouble.” 
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That was humiliation enough for a swordsman who account^ 
iself a ferrailleur r>... A ,_ 10 accounted 


him that evening when Horn came to see him. The Count stered^ 
disgust at tbe s iin« _ .5 ooum stared m 


<c 


<< 


What 


33 


t • * 3 ouuny answered, that you were wise ta 

fencing-master. 1 ” SUPP ° Se V ° U knew 11131 the feUow “ a damned 

? 3h t ! ” “ a PP e f, th u e Cou »t- “I thought you were a swordsman.” 

who was far too much in need of comfort for himself. In his Dmost 
Nj?? C,I i 1< * St ,j° r ,. lt Horn bethought him of Noailles and of 

J 1 ? hlS V3nlty a , nd his ambition. For it was, of courle, to Law 
his loss r , f raCe fl a ' tnbu,e . d . hlsdlsmissal from the Council of Finance, 

us loss of influence wtth the Regent, and the frustration of his 
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Minister 


If any man in France would help the Count of Horn to the 

^"? C3 " CC f ° r whl ' h wrongs cried out to heaven, that man was 
urely Noailles, who out of his own rancour might not trouble to 

look too closely into Horn’s grounds of quarrel with the financier. 


CHAPTER X 

THE PLOTTERS 

The Duke of Noailles’ lean, dark face was flushed with interest, his 
normal forbidding haughtiness relaxed as he listened to the Count 
o orn. The tale was none too clear in detail, but in general it ran 
that the scoundrelly Scot had tricked the Count by deliberate false¬ 
hood into the investment of a million, and that of this he had cold¬ 
bloodedly swindled him, so that the Count was now facing ruin. 

There were several things that a man less passionately prejudiced 
than Noailles might have required to know. As it happened, the 
Duke s eagerness to believe in Mr. Law’s turpitude left him without 
even the curiosity to learn how a man so notoriously in everybody’s 
debt as Horn had come to be possessed of so much money. 

Having told his muddled tale, the Count raved on. “This 
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foreign adventurer, this cursed thief has become a danger to us a . 
The Recent is so bewitched and bedevilled by him that he dances 
to any tunc the scoundrel pipes. Your Grace knows how from the 
wings he directs the Council of Finance, until dignity would no 
longer permit a noble of your rank to continue as its president. 

“It was die intriguing of tills spawn of Satan that sent d Agues* 
seau into exile. It was at his rascally prompting that d’Argenson was 
made chancellor. And every day he wins some fresh concession 
from the infatuated Duke of Orleans. The town is full of rumours of 
what he is about to do, as if he were already Comptroller-General. 

Noailles exploded. “Ah, that no, my God!” He had listened 
with swelling anger to each of Horn’s denunciations, each of which 
confirmed his own convictions. The assumption on which Horn 
ended provided so natural a climax to them that the Duke’s feelings 

amounted to panic. “That never, by God! 

“It should not be,” Horn agreed. “But. . . . How to prevent it. 

What law in France could be invoked against him? What 

court?” < 

“Court?” Noailles echoed, and stared at him with dull eyes. Sud¬ 
denly the light of inspiration flashed from them. “There is the Parlia¬ 
ment. It has always resented him, ever since Argenson the Damned was 
made Chancellor by his offices. It would ask nothing better than to 

bring him down.” 

For a moment Horn was uplifted. Then he shrugged. “To 
briii' 7 him down! I dare say. But what can the Parliament do against 

die Regent. This is France, not England. 

“Do you say so?” The tone rebuked him. “As for what it can 

do, that is to be studied. Certainly it is far from impotent. 

“You’ll remember that no royal edict—that is, no edict of the 
Regent’s—is good until the Parliament has registered it. You’ll 
remember also that the Parliament is the supreme court of justice 
in France, with power to move directly against any malefactor. Let 
us take counsel with the President de Mesmcs. Something will be 
decided.” 

De Mesmes proved but too willing to consider what might be 
done. Not only was he, too, filled with rancour of Mr. Law, but, 
a vain man, he had been drawn by his gallantry into participation 
in the Duchess of Maine’s plots for the overthrow of the Regent. 

If he welcomed the chance to strike at Law, he welcomed it die 
more joyously in that it enabled him to strike through him at the 
Duke of Orleans. He did not hesitate to reveal to Noailles that there 
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was 


were no lengths in reason, or even out of reason, to which he 
not prepared to go. Of course for the good of France. " 

He took some days to consider and to consult a few of his 

olleagues, all of whom were m sympathy with his views, and then 
came bearing the considerable fruits of it to a littl. „’,l • 

“1 * T. hto 

coadjutor Roullc do Coudray, wUla d, t Couat of Horn to 
present as the interested originator of the movement 

De Mesmes, a large portly, pock-marked man, rather priestly of 

manner, soft-voiced and with a slight lisp, expounded at length'the 
rascally plan wi th which ~ - j - .° lilc 

elaborate and yet simple. 

Against the Banque G6nerale as originally constituted no 
complaint is possible, no case could be made. For we are agreed 
ot course, that we must proceed strictly within the framework, not 
necessarily of existing laws, but at least of incontestable legality. 

Having carefully examined all the transactions by Monsieur 

Lass I am of the opinion that the surest ground upon which to 
assail him would be that of probity.” 

Horn struck the table vehemently. ‘‘I’ll pledge my honour for 
his dishonesty. 

“Your honour!” sneered Coudray, with his usual sourness. 

,1. _ XT % m 


him 


(i\\T . . « , , ' > **** ovuuicaa. 

We want evidence, not pledges; and Lass is not the fool to leave 
evidence strewn about.” 


a 


We 
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however carefully he may have buried it. For instance, we may 
reasonably require to know what has become of the State bonds the 
bank received against shares in the Mississippi Company. Parlia- 

numt ..-Ill -_• « . ■* 1 . / * 
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larity there, would be a criminal matter, and Lass would be lost.” 

“Don’t build on it,” growled Coudray. “Lass is a gamester 

who boasts that he wins because he understands why men lose. He 

has the type of mind any chess-player might envy. He can see a 

dozen moves ahead in every direction. Not the sort of man to leave 
traces of any malversations/‘ 


he 



Noailles shrugged impatiently. “Non semper arcus . . . 
mured, and left the quotation there. 

Precisely, Your Grace, lisped de Mesmes. “And, anyway, we 

need not depend upon that alone. If no irregularity should be 

discovered, we pass on to examine one by one the transactions 
between Monsieur Lass and His Hio-hn^s® nnrt 
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Bank 
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functions of the royal accountants in the administration 


finances. 


>5 


De Mcsmes became prim. 


a 


Coudray with scepticism. 

It represents a startling departure 


from all that is by law established. If there is no actual law against 

it, there is certainly no law to sanction it. , 

“There are no laws to sanction anything,’ growled du Coudray. 
(it ..ftniv fn nrnhibit. As a lawyer, Monsieur le Presi¬ 


dent you should know that. I’ll observe only that if you make your 
laws'as you proceed, you’U have no difficulty in comm Lass of 
anythin? you choose. But you may have considerable difficulty in 
persuading the Attorney-General to take the responsibility o being 
vour mouthpiece in this ad hoc legislation to serve your ends. 

Dc Mcsmes’ ready answer showed how well considered was the 
plan. “The Attorney-General will not be concerned or necessary. 
His place will be taken by the commissioners. It will be their busi¬ 
ness to recommend a decree rescinding the offending edict. They 
will declare it illegal, and—another thing which has just occurred 
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illicit and illegal for any foreigner or huguenot to concern hmiseii 
directly or indirectly in the administration of the national finances, 
and discover crime where this has occurred. The Regent being 

inviolate, it becomes necessary to provide a deputy.” 

The President displayed his teeth in a grin at this conceit. “For 
office we have under our hand this man Lass, guilty, if not of 
malversation, as may well be, at least of having seduced the Regent 

into taking these illegal courses.” 

Noaillcs shook his head. “You don’t conceive that His Highness 

will permit any measures against Lass. 

“Of course not,” grumbled Horn. 

Again that oily smile overspread the President’s big face, and 
he showed how completely the plan had shaped itself from their 
talk. “Knowledge of our measures will reach His Highness too late. 
The commission will act in secret, and in secret the Parliament will 
issue a writ o£prise-ds-corps. Once Lass is brought to the Palace, lie 
need never leave it again. He can be tried, sentenced and even hanged 

within its precincts.” 

Horn was breathless, Noaillcs aghast, and Coudray sardonically 
amused. It was the Duke who spoke, his tone irritably dubious. 
“These are extreme measures.” 
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“But effective,” chuckled Horn, now Bushed with -•« • 

faction. “Nothing less will serve than to present His HiehnMs^M," 
an accomplished fact.” P S Hl S hness with 

i. A? M no ‘ necess f i| y with a corpse. Surely, Monsieur le President 
it should suffice to banish him.” ei1 ^ 

Higlmessf” SmeS Sh °° k ^ head ' " Y ° U are reckonin g without His 

“So are you,” du Coudray mocked him. “He’ll certainly require 
an amount of you. He may even require your head.” Y q 

J. XlCrC 3.FG 2L hllnflfpH Qnrl tU_)) rpi « - 

liie President was 
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scornful. “What satisfaction can he demand?” 

Coudray laughed “It certainly may be difficult to hang the 
lot of you, as you 1! deserve.” 6 

< u T n er n f< ^ re he can>t hang a single one of us > for if there’s guilt 
we shall all be equally guilty. You may safely leave it in my hands 

onsieur le Due. All I ask of you is the utmost secrecy. This foreign 

a venturer has too long been a thorn in our flesh. It is time to 
make an end. 


But Noailles was sombre. “I don’t like it,” he said. “Much as I 
detest Monsieur Lass and his ways, I’ll have no part in this ” 

It is not necessary that you should. Monsieur le Due. The 
arhament will bear the burden lighdy in the service of France. 

S , v< i . sa '°’ lt vvl ** P oss css the authority of Louis XIV who 
expelled this same Monsieur Lass from the Kingdom. ’ 


CHAPTER XI 

THE COUNTESS OF HORN 

With no suspicion of the plot that menaced his very life, Mr. Law 
was quietly pursuing the even tenor of those studies by which his 
system was to achieve its ultimate all-embracing scope. 

k® e P P ace with his expanding fortunes and consequence, Mr, 
Law had by now removed himself to the Hotel de Nevers, that 
handsome palace built by Mazarin in the Rue Vivienne. 

8 rea ^ success of the Banque Generale, the high credit of 
the paper it emitted, and the facilities which this provided for 
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commerce both at home and abroad were by now abundantly 
reflected in that increased prosperity which Mr. Law had affirmed 
would follow upon the free and ample circulation of currency. 
Not onlv in trade, but in agriculture, too, both of which had been 
dangerously languishing, there was every sign of healthy activity 

as a result of the Bank’s judicious loans. . 

At Mr. Law’s magical touch the Mississippi Company, worthless 

under Crozat, and although not likclv for some time to show returns, 

u- is already proving bv the gradual appreciation of its shares, those 

theories on credit which Mr. Law had so lucidly and so vainly 

expounded to the sealed minds of the Council of Finance. 

All this was predisposing the Regent naturally enough ^ to 

allow the Scot to undertake the control of France’s other languishing 

overseas monopolies: the East India Company, the China Company, 

the Senegal Company, and the like. , 

And whilst completing arrangements for this, Mr. Law s con¬ 
ceptions were opening out still wider horizons to the Regent’s 

dazzled view. 

He propounded a revolution in taxation. He would suppress 
all those internal customs’ barriers, which were mere stumbling- 
blocks to trade; he would abolish altogether the arbitrary taxes, 
the faille, the gabelle, the cofvees , and the lest of those ancient, 
unpopular, complicated, vexatious imposts which paralysed 
commerce and required for their collection an army of parasites who 
fed upon the substance of the State whilst themselves producing 


nothing 


He would replace all this by a single uniform tax of one per 
centum on every man’s revenue, a tax which could hurt no one; 
for, as he areiied, the wealthy would have no reason to conceal his 
wealth, and the poor man would dare to become wealthy without 

the dread of being arbitrarily preyed upon. 

There would be an end of barriers, of inquisitions, of collectors, 


of tax-farmers, and with them of all those vexatious conflicts con- 


stantlv resulting from the necessity under which men found them- 
selves so as to guard their rights from predatory servants of the State. 

Then, lust as salt and tobacco became State monopolies, there 
no longer appeared to be any reason why trade in general should not 
be treated in the same way and brought under State control, to 
the profit of the nation as against the profit of the individual. The 

i A 

valid objections to this which had been urged by d’Aguesseau were 

not permitted to obscure the grandiose dream. 
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The Regent, listening to Law, questioning him, pressing for 
details and impressed by the glittering pageantry of wealth and 
universal prosperity which the Scot evoked, found himself regretting 
that he should lately have allowed d’Argenson to purchase the 
general farming of the revenue. 

The Chancellor had actually found his inspiration in Law’s 
flotation of the Mississippi Company. He had acquired the rights 
for an annual payment of forty-eight millions, and he had associated 
with himself a group of able financiers—the four brothers Paris- 
Duverney—launching a company which he called the Anti-System. 
For this he had found the necessary capital the more readily since 
he was able to assure the investors of a definite fixed return. 

For Mr. Law this was a minor obstacle to that complete control 
at which he aimed, and he dismissed it for the present as of no 
immediate importance. His projected activities in the realm of 
taxation must follow, and not precede, the expansion of the Missis¬ 
sippi Company by amalgamation with it of the other colonial 
trading companies. Of this it was at last decided that he should 
prepare a complete scheme for the Regent’s consideration. 

He was at work upon this one afternoon, in the room which he 
had made peculiarly his own in the Hotel de Nevers and to which 
he had transplanted the rich furnishings of his own personal office 
in the Rue Quincampoix: the rosewood and ormolu writing-table, 
the Aubusson carpet, the Van Dycks, the Watteaus, the Consoles, the 
Venetian mirrors and the rest. Saving that between the pilasters 
with gilded capitals the walls were panelled in embossed Cordovan 
leather, you might suppose yourself still in the Rue Quincampoix. 

There was, it is true, less hubbub from the street, which lay 
beyond the spacious courtyard, and it was of a different character. 
Through the tall, open windows, subdued by distance, came inter¬ 
mittently the cry of a bellows mender, a water-carrier, a rat¬ 
catcher, or the shriller note of a fish-wife, but there were none of 
the unceasing deafening vociferations of the Rue Quincampoix. 

Absorbed in his calculations, Mr. Law heard not so much 
as the beat of hooves on the kidney stones and the creaking of a 
coach. Not until it rumbled and clattered to a standstill in his 
spacious courtyard did it disturb him into momentarily raising his 
head. 

Laguyon, soft-footed and soft-voiced, came in, with the quiet 
announcement: “Pardon, monsieur. Madame la Comtesse de Horn 
begs urgently to see you.” 
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“The Comtesse de Horn!” It certainly surprised him. He was 

only vaguely aware of the existence of such a person. “But I do not 
know the lady.” 

“Madame la Comtesse desires particularly to be received, sir. 
She begs me to assure you that her errand is of the gravest. Short of 
that, sir, I should not have ventured to disturb vou.** 


Of the gravest? Pish! The language of exaggeration. However 

you may bring her in.” ’ 

The lady whom Laguyon introduced was of slender build and 
more than middle height, cloaked in grey from neck to heel, her 

head covered by what in England would have been called a 
iNithsdale hood. 


Mr. Law rose and bowed. “Madame la Comtesse!” 

Over her shoulder she watched the departure of the servant 
and not until the door had closed did she fully confront her host! 

‘ 1C l ,I \ USt back hcr hood > her cloak rippled open, and she stood 
revealed. 

. Mr * Lawfell back a pace, and for a long moment, this man, so 

imperturbable in all circumstances, stared at her with dilating eyes 

and parted lips, the natural pallor of his dark face slowly deepening 
to the colour of lead. 1 ° 

m Ct h rl e Was f° Gor s on 50 to petrify him. No man who has 
w ntten of her, and many have done so, has failed to describe her as 

of an uncommon beauty. It dwelt in no particular conformance 

r accc P tc d canons, but was of a more elusive, spiritual kind, a 
, dunce that glowed m her dark brilliant eyes, in the smile that 
seemed ever about to break on hcr generous mouth. 

Her russet hair, defying fashion, was dressed low, and a heavy 

r'"f-clloumd U b ’ r' he P n tC nCCk f nd shoulders ,llat ^ged from a 
f i • d bodice. Pallor was hcr norm, but not so deep as at 

ofhcTbmist i ! Cn lt -, made . h , Cr e >; es seem black - The rise and fall 
perceptible nl>C r “ C|U ,‘f ened brcalhin S> and ‘he faint quiver 

j a ) v ’ s startlcd eyes were without lustre as, frownin* he 
considered her. lie 

‘‘The Comtesse de Horn I was told_” 

“Y m ,,! he C °" mess of Horn,” she said, in English. 

^ O m 

Improbable, of course. Nevertheless the fact.” 
e took a step forward, his head craned. She made a gesture 

109 



of opening her arms, a gesture as of drawing a curtain apart so as 
to make a fuller revelation of herself. 

He passed a trembling hand across his eyes. His voice was 

husky. “Fact, do you say? But you are Margaret; the Lady Margaret 
Ogilvy.” 

“I was ... in another life, when you were known as Jessamy 
John.** Then her voice assumed an edge of irony as she added “I 
am glad that you have not quite forgotten me, although I am sure 
that you will have tried.” 

The sting of it restored to him his self-possession. He stiffened 
into his normal self. If irony was to her taste he knew how to supply 
it in abundance. 

“You were?” he said. “Ah, true! King William made you . . . 
Countess of Orkney, was it? No, no. That was his other paramour, 
Elizabeth Villiers. You. . . . Of what did he make you a countess? 
Or was it a duchess?” 

The quiver of her lips was quickened. For a fleeting moment 
they bore a grin of rigor, those lips to which he had known laughter 
to come so readily and so irresistibly, from a nature wholly joyous. 
She let her arms fall to her sides, as if nerveless and gazed at him 
piteously through a blur of unshed tears. “Does it matter, what I 
was or may have been? Let it suffice that it is as the Countess of 
Horn that I am here.” 

“It will not surprise you if I understand less than ever why you 
should have come.” 

m 

“If you did, your welcome might be different. I have no purpose 
but to save your life.” 

“My life! I seem to remember. . . . No matter, I am not aware 
that it is in any danger.” 

“That is why I have come. To make you aware of it.” And, 

bitter in her turn, she added, “Nothing less would have brought 
»» 

me. 

Upon that, abruptly, in the baldest terms, she gave him her 
message. The Parliament was to issue a writ for his arrest that very 
day. It was to be executed at once. It was proposed to take him secretly 
before the tribunal of La Tournelle, to try him, sentence him and 
put him to death out of hand, before the news of his case could get 
abroad, so as to make sure of no rescuing intervention. 

It was a moment before scornful laughter succeeded his surprise. 
“What wild, fantastic tale is this? And if so secret, madam, how 

does it come within your knowledge?” 
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“The Count of Horn is in the plot. Sometimes he is indiscreet. 
} ou may have noticed that, for I understand that you have been 
intimate with him, though—God knows—you make odd bed¬ 
fellows. Also he drinks too much, and in his cups he boasts impru¬ 
dently. It did not escape Mr. Law that there was a fierce contempt 
in her voice. Last night he boasted to me that with the Duke of 
Noailles assistance he is using the Parliament so as to destroy vou 

The Prudent de Mcsmes he declares, is a puppet whose strings 
are pulled by him and the Duke.” 5 

Mr. Law, on the edge of a sneer at this conception of wifely 
duty, was stricken silent by an instant’s consideration of a tale that 
hung faultlessly together. Horn’s vindictiveness working upon die 
rancour of Noailles, and the Duke’s employment of his influence 
with a Parliament resentful of Mr. Law’s vast and increasing influ- 
ence, were facts that could not be dismissed. Whilst it might seem 
incredible that the court of Parliament should dare to proceed to 
such e xtremes, yet when Mr. Law came to think of it, he discovered 
Uiathe was utterly ignorant of the powers possessed by that bodv 

Of nf lIlP PYtPnt _! ...1. ' y 


oi of the extent to which they might be exercised. 


»ui, m ooa s name, madam,” he cried at last, his mind still 
rtMs mg conviction, “this cannot be done without some charge 
against me. In what is it pretended that I have offended?” ® 

“By unduly influencing the Regent in financial matters and 

danger that you, a foreign adventurer, should obtain control 

cl the State finances. That is to be the indictment, w^h perhaps 

something more that I did not understand, somethin* about mal¬ 
versation of State bonds.” o auout maj- 

to J r !Tf T an end t0 c his d , 0Ubt3 - His P rom P‘ was swinging 

it hid il e 10 be taken, when her next words showed then 

it had already been considered for him. 

“You have not an hour to lose. They may arrive at any moment 
novv to arrest you. They must not find you.” Y 

T^ot find me? Am I to run away^” 

Md so f 

you The r d? ” She Said - “ The >- -solved ,0 han. 

“Myself, I hardly find h comi7^ ^ ’oT’f C ° med> '-” = 

aare. Why, it would be murder.” J ncver 


111 



“Of course. But murder clothed in the robes of the judiciary, 
wearing the mask of lawfulness. Will you wait for it?” She came a 
step nearer in her impatience. “Don’t you perceive what they fear 
that they should act secretly? The Regent’s intervention. Your only 
safety lies in the Palais Royal until the Regent can handle them. 
Come, John. I’ve told you there is no time to lose.” 

He took a moment yet to consider, then turned to cross to the 
bell-pull. “I’ll order my carriage.” 

“You’ll be safer in mine,” she told him. “It is at the door. 
Your liveries might even cause you to be seized upon the 
way.” 

He realized, of course, the prudence of this, and yielded out of 
fear for his life; yet reluctant to accept a gift at her hands, he faltered 
a little as he said: “You are very good.” 

Delivered of her scarcely veiled suspense, she laughed in relief, 
and it was in this laughter, displaying her strong, white teeth, 
lighting a face to which her colour was returning, that her full 
beauty and allurement were revealed. “I came to rescue you, and 
it is not my way to do things by halves.” But even as she spoke that 
radiant laughter perished on her lips, and observing this, he won¬ 
dered. She drew' her hood over her head again, and her tone became 
peremptory.' “Come, John. We had best make haste.” 

He was moving to hold the door for her when from below came 
the rumble of another coach entering the courtyard, and, as he 
checked to listen, the tramp of feet brought to a halt by a word of 
command. 

They looked at each other wide-eyed. 

“My God!” she exclaimed in distress. “Am I too late?” 

He stepped swiftly to the window, and looked down. “Archers,” 
he said as he turned again to face her. Whatever he may have felt, 
he displayed no alarm. He even smiled. “It certainly makes your 

information appear correct.” 

She wrung her hands. “John! John! You are caught.” 

“No, no. Not yet. Wait.” 

He was standing in thought when Laguyon came in quickly, 
his lean face reflecting alarm. “Monsieur, there is an officer below, 
asking for you, with a detachment of archers and a carriage.” 

“So I’ve seen.” He was quite calm. “Desire him to give himself 
the trouble of waiting a few moments. Say that I shall not keep him 
long. Then bring me my hat and cane and wait for me in the 

gallery.” 
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As Laguyon departed, Mx. Law turned to the Countess, who 
stood dismayed and trembling. ‘‘You are going?” she gasped'. 

Of course. But not as you suppose. There is fortunately a 

service entrance in the Rue Colbert. Since they have no reason 

to believe me alarmed, they are not likely to be guarding it. Mv 

steward will conduct you to your carriage. You will add to mv 

debt if you will drive away in it and round to that back entrance. I 
shall be waiting for you there. Come.” 

He crossed again to the door that led to the anteroom. 

‘‘You are sure, John? You are sure?” she asked. 

“There is no cause to doubt. Come.” 

He was to remember afterwards that in opening the door his 
ears had caught the quick, silken rustle of a gown. In the pre¬ 
occupation of the moment he paid no heed to it. ^ 

They crossed the anteroom and emerged upon the balustraded 

gallery to find Laguyon already at the head of the marble stairs 
with Mr. Law’s hat and cane. 
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The officer is waiting, monsieur. 
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Very well. Ask him (o be patient for yet a moment longer 

Meanwhile you will reconduct Madame la Comtesse to her carriage.” 

He remained at the stair-head until the rumble of wheels below 

announced her departure. Then he went briskly on, and quitted 
tile gallery by a narrow doorway on Ins right. 

When her coach drew up at the entrance in the Rue Colbert 

lie was waning. The vehicle rolled away at speed as soon as he had 

jumped in, turned into the Rue des Bons Enfants and so <r a ined the 
Kue Saint Honore. 


'V th th J dan S cr now behind him, Mr. Law became increasingly 

conscious of the oddness of his situation and of the presence of this 
ady who sat so stiffly erect beside him, the lady whom he had met 

t 1 uT 1 ‘1°^ tC> whom 11 mi S Ju wel1 be that he now owed his life 

he ““J 1 he dM n0t much tlm 

ne required to know, yet knew not how to ask. 

“u°i U i a . Ve / IaCCC ! , me dee P I > T in > our debt,” he murmured. 

Which is detestable to you, of course.” 

**I cou ld not be so ungracious as to agree.” 

y ° U no,? Lord! Must we be formal, John?” 
vVhdst he observed how free she was with his name, he could 

rshat we owe? Let me hope that at least it will have no no 

unpleasant consequences for vou.” c no ... no 

* 




‘‘Why should there be consequences?’* 

“From what you have told me, it is . . . your husband who is 
the instigator of the action against me.” 

“And from that you’ll be inferring that my regard for you 
is greater than my regard for the Count of Horn.” 

“I should not permit myself the liberty of drawing inferences 
concerning you.” 

“You have never done so, have you?” There was a hardening 
of her tone. 

He took a moment’s thought before answering firmly: “Never.” 

“Really! Never? Well, you should know.” 

‘ ‘Nor am I vain enough, I hope, to draw the inference that you 
suggest.” 

“You may save your tears. The disloyalty I practise in helping 
you sits lightly on my conscience. And not for the first time. I 
served you as well as I could at Sceaux by guarding your wife. It 
is fortunate that Margaret Ogilvy was only a name to her, that she 
had never met me face to face, or my task might not have proved 
so easy.” 

She broke off on a sudden subdued cry of alarm. 

She had drawn aside the leather curtain, and put her head 
out of the coach, to withdraw it instantly. 

They were approaching the open space before the Palais Royal, 
and by the tall iron gates she had caught sight again of the blue 
coats and red facings of a group of archers. She supposed them posted 
there by the Parliament for just such an eventuality, and said so. 

Mr. Law, however, was not perturbed. “It is not likely,” he 
said. “But set me down at the side door in the Rue de Richelieu.” 

She pulled the cord, and to the footman, who came to the 
window as the coach was checked, she gave the order. They swung 
to the right, and halted presently at the door by which Dubois, in 
the days when he was content with the role of pandar, was in the 
habit of introducing the little ladies brought there to beguile the 

leisure of the young Duke. 

A footman let down the step, but Mr. Law was not pressed to 
descend. 

“Make haste,” she urged him, “before you are seen.” 

“I am without words. . . .” he was beginning. 

“All the better. There is no time for them.” 

* ‘They must keep then until I see you again.” 
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“Will that be necessary?” 

He was jolted. “There is so much I should wish to know.” 

“But no tiling you would be the happier for knowing.” She 

touched his hand lightly. “Good-bye, John. Believe that I am glad 
to have served you. Go now.” 

He swung round so as to face her squarely, and in the wistfulness 

of her eyes he found encouragement to insist. He was deeply moved. 
“Let me see you again.” 

She shook her head. “It is not even likely that there will be the 

occasion. I am but a bird of passage. Lately come, I shall shortly 

go again. Give thanks as I do for my brief passage. I was sent to 

play Providence. That is all.” She held out her hand. “Let us part 

friends, John—for old times’ sake.” Her voice broke on the 
words. 

“Friends!” he echoed, with a touch of bitterness. Then, at last 

ne used her name. “Margaret!” He bore her gloved fingers to his 

lips, sprang from the coach and vanished through the little doorway 
into the palace. * 

The footman put up the step and swung to his place behind 

* * 3. . ^ curtains the woman sat 

ngtdly erect, staring straight before her with eyes that the tears 
were blinding. 


CHAPTER XII 


THE BED OF JUSTICE 


Mr. Law sought in the first instance the Abbe Dubois and put 
imina rage as much by the news he brought as by the fact that 
he Abbe s own spies should have left him in ignorance of what was 

being plotted. Having exhausted profanity, his reverence applied 
us wits. By whom were you warned?” he asked. 

‘Does it matter?” 

“It matters that we should know if the thing is true.” 

. ' If ' w «' e Persuaded of that I should not be using back- 
doors, and I should not be here now.” 

hnlW 6 [ C T y .!xt“ C r yCS PCered shai 'P 1 >’- The Abbe stroked his 
hollow cheeks. “No. I suppose not. No. And here, you are safe 
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But you can’t remain indefinitely. Of course you don’t wish to. 
No. But before you go again we must see that the Parliament is 
brought to order once for all. There’s more in this, I tell you, than 
just your own case. Let me consider.” 

Not until a couple of hours later did Dubois send the Regent a 
prayer for audience, and conduct to him not only Mr. Law, but 
also the Duke of Saint-Simon and the Chancellor d’Argenson, both 
of whom he had summoned to the Palais Royal by making free 
with the Regent’s name. 

His Highness had just dined, that is to say, he had just consumed 
the cup of chocolate that constituted his noontide meal, to be taken 
only when the main labours of the day had been performed. It 
happened that this afternoon Madame de Parabere kept him 
company in his study, whilst he sought relaxation in painting. 
Monsieur de Parabere had lately died, which Saint-Simon, in his 
charitable way, regarded as the most considerate thing he had ever 
done. His magnificent lady bore her widowhood with manifest 
resignation. 

Three oranges on a green dish and a jug of blue Delft ware 
supplied the elements of the still-life composition that engaged His 
Highness. Perhaps because he was encountering difficulties he 
turned the less reluctantly from his easel to face his visitors. 
“What is this, Abbe?” he grumbled. “Am I never to rest?” 
Madame de Parabere stirred in her arm-chair. 

“Perhaps,” she suggested, “one of these gentlemen can tell 

you whether I am right about that shadow.” 

“It is not likely. Still, take a look, Messieurs.” He waved his 
mahlstick towards the model. “Can any of you tell me what is the 

colour of the shadow cast by that vase?” 

Mr. Law took it upon himself to furnish another qucsiion by 

way of answer. “But is a shadow ever anything but black?” 

The Regent shrugged and flung upwards a glance of hopeless 

invocation. “The ignorance of the clever!” he sighed. 

“Just so,” said Dubois. “The clever are clever because of their 

ignorance of things which it is not worth while to know. Monsieur 
Lass at the moment is concerned with shadows far deeper than any 

that your Highness can paint.” 

The Regent set his mahlstick across the pegs of his easel, thrust 
his brushes into a vase, laid down his palette, and slewed round to 

face them. 

“So be it. Let us, then, talk of something that you understand. 
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It is evident that you come with news j experience suggests that it 
is probably disagreeable. Ah me!” 


It fell naturally to the lot of Mr. Law, as the person chiefly 
concerned, to enlighten His Highness. It had the effect of darkening 
with weary disgust that florid countenance. 

Incredible, he said. Outrageous! I should not believe it but 
for what happened two days ago. A messenger from de Mesmes 
waited upon me with a request for the suspension of the money 
edict, warning me that the Parliament would not disperse until it 
had my answer, I icplied that nothing would please me better 
than that its members should sit until they rotted. 

Of course, Baron, Monsieur de Noailles has never forgiven you 

for losing him the presidency of the Council of Finance, whilst 

Monsieur de Horn brought me a complaint that you had robbed 

h.m of a foitune, and the Parliament dislikes you because it fears 

in our financial plans a threat to its authority. Even so, what you 

tell me lends them an incredible temerity. You’ll have some evidence 
that they actually seek your life?” 

“I have it from a trustworthy source, which I am not able to 
disclose.” 

“And they would really set my will at naught, would they, 
resernd my edicts and present me with a fail accompli of that magni¬ 
tude. ’ Elbow on knee and chin in hand, the Regent sat forward 


frowning. “Incredible!” he said again. 

Madame de Parabere laughed. “Haven’t you discovered that 
it is always the incredible that happens? Yet here it is not so incred- 

lole as you suppose. Your excessive good nature, Philippe is the 
encouragement of those gentlemen.” ’ 

‘‘Ah!” He looked at her with crooked smile. “Little raven 
you ve been listening to Saint-Simon.” * 

ISO, no, the Duke protested. “Madame merely sees what is 
obvious to everyone but Your Highness.” With the familiarity he 
a ever employed with the Regent since the days when they had 
cen pa)mates, he now continued: “Your easy-going ways have 
robbed you of all authority with those mutineers, and where a 

™ d y °“ rs sh ™ ld to quell them, you may now have to 

employ artillery.” 

d’Wn!?' re -‘™ UI ^ " !th vanity and P rcsum P , >°n,” boomed 

feed ° ’° n ' The> ’ kccp cncroacIlin S> and lhe >’ grow by what they 

^ ^ o n • ^ 

Saint-Simon took up the (ale. “They’re conceiving themselves 

117 



not a Parliament in our sense, but a Parliament in the English 
manner, which is a legislative assembly representing the entire 
nation.” 

“With powers,” Mr. Law reminded the Regent, “to bring even 
the King to account, as happened in the case of Charles the First.” 

“ Peste! I don’t think that is quite in the best taste,” the Regent 
reproved him. 

But the words were almost smothered by Saint-Simon in his 
haste to add: “They will justify themselves by representing what 
they do as done in the interests of France. Governing bodies are 
never more suspect than when they plausibly urge the interest of 
the people and act under the mask of public benefaction.” 

“It will need great firmness, monseigneur,” said Dubois. 

The Parabere laughed. “You’ll have to supply him with it, 
Monsieur l’Abbe.” 

But His Highness was less amiable than usual. “Chut! Quiet!” 
he growled at her. “Jests are out of season.” His face displayed 
weariness and irritation. “In God’s name, what can I do? Summon 
the States-General?” 

D’Argenson was prepared with advice. “A bed of justice will 
suffice, Highness.” And he went on to remind them that the last 
one held to recall the Parliament to a sense of its duty had been 
attended by the late King, who came to it unceremoniously in a 
grey riding-suit, so as to mark his lack of respect for the assembly, 
and brandishing a riding-switch with which he had all the air of 
threatening its members. It was high time, thought d’Argenson, to 
renew a salutary impression which by now had worn off. 

From this they came to a discussion of the details of that bed of 
justice which is a matter of history. You will remember the craftiness 
with which it was planned, so as to take the members entirely by 
surprise, even to the extent of not holding it at Versailles, but of 

bringing the King to the Tuileries. 

By this expedient the Regent avoided giving the members 

notice until they were already in session in their own palace, leaving 
them no more than the time necessary to reach the royal presence. 
This last-moment summons constrained them—one hundred and 
fifty-three red-robed magistrates—to come on foot by streets that 
were lined with troops as an intimidating display of royal power. 

There, in the Tuileries, two days after it had been planned in 
the Regent’s study, in the presence of the enthroned royal child, 
mantled in ermine, sceptre in hand, supported by the princes of 
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the blood, the' bastards and the peers, d’Argenson, as Chancellor 

-rvn. />«if r^r 4-U » T/* “ % • 


King 


*. aausiauuon 

with which, in his own phrase, he set about washing the heads of 
those too-daring gentlemen of the robe. 

His voice resonant, his tone harshly denunciatory, he began 
by reminding them that they were a judicial and not a legislative 
body, and that to assume the functions of the latter amounted to 
a usurpation involving the severest penalties. He based his defini¬ 
tion upon citations by Kings Francis I and Charles IX, unequivoc- 
fllw confirmed !.->+« xr :— t .. • ^txtt 
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remember as having come before them without any sort of cere¬ 
mony, and with an unpleasant grin he let fall a reminder of the 
existence of the Bastille. 

Next he announced to them that the decree by which they had 

presumed to repeal the royal edict for the banking of revenue had 

been quashed by the Council of Regency, and that any attemDt to 

publish their decree would amount to a breach of the law a“ d be 
attended by condign punishment. 

The King, he thundered, required them to cease from abusing 

the right of remonstrance graciously restored to them by the Regent. 

Unless they preferred to be again deprived of it, let them keep 

within the limits of that which concerned their functions: let them 

confine themselves to processes of law between His Majesty’s 

su ejects, and not again intrude, as they had lately presumed to do, 
upon affairs of State. * 

. roinatoiy assurance that lack of compliance 

would be attended by the severest pains and penalties to each one 

thef roi’ M ld I'i! 1 “ the , CVCnt of any ^petition of their ofTence 
they could not hope to be treated with the leniency which His 

1 a .jesty graciously and clemently showed them on this occasion 

rasn nfH'? 1Slt SC °"' ^ Writhc lmdcr the fi eece contemptuous 
rasp of d Algernon s tongue, under his covert threat of the Bastille 

peers "but If ™’ Undcr , * l . e ulldls Stused and sneering smiles of the 
pceis but heir courage broke and withered, and they bowed 

their heads m sullen obedience. Y 

, rlle Chancellor had entered into no details of the offence 
contemplated against Mr. Law, nor had the Scot’s name been so 

perfectly 3“°"^) N , eVer . thclcss ’ the gentlemen of the Parliament 
justice * Ch 0l ‘ S UP ° n them the hu reiUation of that bed of 
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If, understanding, they hated Law the more, yet at the same 
time they came to fear him as they had never feared him until now. 
Xhey assumed that in some way, forewarned of what was plotting, 
he had exercised upon the Regent an influence great enough to 
have produced their shameful discomfiture. 

Apprehensive of yet worse to follow, they sent their Vice- 
President Blamont to offer Mr. Law their excuses that, misguided 
by prejudiced counsellors, they should have contemplated a course 
the error of which they now perceived with profound regret. 

To Monsieur de Blamont they joined the old Marechal de 
Villeroy, who had been in the plot because he resented the govern¬ 
ment of French finances by any foreigner, and the Duke of 
Aumont, who had been working in the interest of the Maines. In 
addition to offering the Parliament’s apologies, they came to beg Mr. 

Law to employ his good offices so as to bring about their reconcilia¬ 
tion with the Regent. 

Mr. Law, who had now tranquilly returned to the Hotel de 
Nevers after tw'o nights spent in Dubois’ quarters at the Palais 
Royal, chilled that deputation by his frosty urbanity. In tones that 
expressed the very opposite he professed to value their representa¬ 
tions and assured them that he would do their errand to the Regent. 
Thus he dismissed them, without, however, quite removing from 
them the haunting fear of the Bastille. 

Actually the moment chosen to approach him could hardly 
have been less favourable. He had returned home a few hours 
earlier to be confronted with an indignant Catherine, who desired 
peremptorily to know where he had spent the last two nights. His 
answer had been short and simple: “At the Palais Royal.” 

Her lip had curled in sarcastic unbelief. “And the Countess of 
Horn? Was she there, too?” 

Of the resentment provoked by her constant and groundless 
suspicions his cold exterior had never given sign; nor did he give 
it now, when the resentment she aroused was deeper and more 
bitter than it had ever been. 

“If I thought that you ask for information I should supply it. 
But for questions that are mere ill-natured rhetoric I have no 
answers.” 

“Indeed! And her ladyship’s visit to you here? What sort of 
rhetoric was that?” 

“She brought me information of the first importance.” 

“A woman you pretended not to know?” 
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“It was no pretence.” 

“Indeed, a shorter word describes it better. It was just a lie.” 
He sighed. “I wonder if the delight of others in your womanhood 
has ever equalled my frequent regrets that you are not a man ” 
“Delight in my womanhood! What do you mean?” Indignation 

crimsoned her from neck tn h row €< \VTi/vm A* ***** __a un 


mind? 
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“I seem to remember that there has already been mention 
between us of the Count of Horn.” 

The Count of Horn? You know that the Count has had of 
me no more than my finger-tips.” The lovely, delicately featured 
face was mottled and disfigured by anger. She stamped her foot 
You are creating a diversion, to draw me away from your 

vniir L r £*A r» Aro f/-. 1 n! i.. • 1 .* • « • . 
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whom you say you did not know, yet who called you John and 

earned you off in her coach, slyly, when you slunk out to join her at 

the back entrance. Perhaps you thought I didn’t know. Whither 

did she carry you? Dare you tell me? Or would vou prefer to tell the 
Count of Horn?” 


<< 


^ I have already told you. To the Palais Royal. 55 

T 1 “ Y ,°t , laugh ' ! God a ’ merc y! You want to serve me tit-for-tat. 
I think I begin to understand you.” 

^ If only I could return the compliment.” 

“Or perhaps,” she raged on, without heeding him, “vou actually 
find that carroty-headed woman to your taste. Go your ways! 
t ien. I shall know what to do. I claim a like liberty.” 

, jy a moment he was tempted to tell her what, owing iu a 
and able reticence in the Countess of Horn, she had not yet dis- 

(overe , t lat this lady was that Alargarct Ogilvy^ for whose sake he 
had killed Beau Wilson. 

But lie realized in time that the knowledge, far from producing 
a surcease of her jealous frenzy, would supply it with additional 
ue , and might drive her to incalculable lengths. So he held his 
ongue and left her to the wild surmisings of his infidelity, which 

, ! s 1Cy dcmea nour made her ever, and, as Will would have told 
him, not unnaturally, prone. 

It may have been fortunate for him that in those days there 
as much else to engage his mind and so provide not only relief 
om 11 s unhappy domestic circumstances, but a balm for old 

an anod >' ne t0 thc P ain aroused in him by that renewed 
11 flcetln S contact with Margaret Ogilvy. 
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CHAPTER XIII 


TREASONABLE PRACTICES 

H 

A small group of disgruntled gentlemen, brought together to 
condole with one another were exchanging heated words in the 
library of Monsieur de Noailles’ mansion at Vincennes. They were 
the men chiefly concerned in the Parliament plot: the President de 
Mesmes and the Vice-President Blamont, shaken to the soul of 
them and still in fear of arrest, the old Marechal de Villeroy, 
persuaded that he was in like case, the young Due d’Aumont, that 
lackey of the Maines, representing their interests, and the Count of 
Horn, the bitterest of them all in his disappointment. 

They were almost lachrymose until Noailles, provoked by a 
sneer from Horn, made the assertion that their failure could have 
resulted only from betrayal. 

“My God, here’s shrewdness 1” mocked the Count. “Where we 
lacked it was in not foreseeing that with such a multitude ours would 
be a secret of Polichinelle.” 

“A multitude?” said de Mesmes. “There were not ten men with 
knowledge of what was actually intended. Besides ourselves, the 
Vice-President Blamont, and the Councillor Beaumanoir, the only 
others who knew our full intent were the Duke and Duchess of 
Maine, and they would certainly not betray it.” 

“It’s not so much a matter of betrayal as of indiscretion,” said 

d’Aumont. 

“That,” quavered the old Marechal, “is the least that can be 
said.” 

“It’s the most,” d’Aumont insisted. 

“I ask myself,” said Horn, “who can have talked.” 

“Do you ask yourself or do you ask us?” Noailles demanded. 
The Count’s hackles went up. “After all, you are right. Why 

should I ask myself?” 

“Because you may know the answer.” 

“Is that an innuendo?” 

“Oh, I’ll be quite plain. If anyone has talked it’s likeliest to be 
you. You drink too much, Count, and men who drink too much 

commonly talk too much.” 
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“Ah, but this is more than I’ll endure. It amounts to an accusa- 
tion, and that without a grain of evidence.” 

D Aumont struck in to avert a (juarrel. “Gentlemen, are we 

to wrangle over something which, if done at all, will have been done 

by inadvertence and cannot now be undone? I am sure that 

sensible course is to stand together so as to repair matters, and find 
other ways to achieve our aim.” 

“A timely reminder, Monsieur le Due,” de Mesmes approved, 
whilst Villeroy was asking, “What have you in mind?” 

“Why, this is how I see it. Lass’s crazy schemes will be the ruin of 
* rsnee » 
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We discovered that some time ago,” sneered Noailles. “In fact 

■n 1 4 pa ^ ___ — J a . _ 1__ .1 n i« _ _ . J 


-- LU X ^ 

belore we planned to have the Parliament deal with him ” 

, d 'xi? Ul . ty ’” grurabled Villeroy, “lies in bringing it home 

o the dog. The least that one can say is that his gambling ventures 
prosper m 

“For the moment,” said d’Aumont. “It’s commonly the case 
for a while with gamesters. The danger is that even if they didn’t 
prosper, the Regent would still support him.” 

hit Jr B L God ’ ? uke ’ y °? ,KVer said an >' ,hin g truer,” was Horn’s 
bitter comment, remembering his own case 

stat!! 0a n 11CS r? n0t Conciliated - “ If are to'content ourselves with 
stating the olivious we shall make no progress.” 

* ifW « m . a . k ^,"° Progress in any case as long as the Regent 

m ate i m i, Sa 't d Aum0nt - “ That ' s odious, too. But it’s as well 
( ‘ perhaps points the way.” 

In God s name,” quavered Villeroy, “the way to what?” 

ti<dit I Inn! i Cr < S < T Were f ann S ro tmd-eyed at d’Aumont. He nodded, 

mav as w!mV ^ y0U undcrstand ' Weil, there it is, and we 

Las! wilH C , eU - AS , Io,, S as thc Regent is where he is. Monsieur 
Lass w.11 keep his heel on our necks.” 

us tin.w'r g i‘ e "’ S ‘f n ' l ‘ As long as thc Re g en 1 ‘s where he is? Let 
derstand you. Are you proposing that the Regent be removed?” 

• ; affe . cted a laa Sl'- “I am proposing nothing. I am 


plainly stating a situation.” 

slatmimTha? 0 mU - h f ° r N ° aiUcS - He came to his feet - “ A plain 

watement that is an invitation to treason.” 

for mf'to bcmwre'v 5 ! 1 ^' “ A " invha,ion to nothing - h “ not 
well to ron.irt . ? g *i^ Ct Smce trcason 1S mentioned, it might be 

France whi , e \ wl Jf thcr lhe greater treason, the treason to this 

> ch we all agree a foreign adventurer is ruining, should 

< A n 



not forbid us to remain inert. But, I repeat, I merely indicate. I 
do not advocate.” 

Noailles’ quick answer forestalled any other. “It is well for you, 

Monsieur le Due, that you circumscribe that treasonable opinion! 

You make it plain that to talk further at present is at best a waste 

of time. I trust that no one else could even bear to look along the 

road of which Monsieur d’Aumont says that he merely indicates 
the existence.” 

* 

D’Aumont became voluble in protesting his repugnance to 
any measures against the Regent. Actually, all his aim was to bring 
home to them how idle it was at present to talk of concerting 
measures for dealing with Monsieur Lass. It convinced none of 
them; but at least it enabled them to dine together in harmony 
and amity at Noailles’ table. 

Least of all did it convince Horn. He had been at Sceaux, and 
in that atmosphere so openly and poisonously hostile to the Regent, 
he had seen how close was d’Aumont in the councils of the 
Duchess. It was clear enough to him that d’Aumont sought to 
exploit the present situation in her service, and being actuated by 
noneof Noailles’high-principled loyalty, the Count knew no reason 
why he should scruple, in the pursuit of his vindictiveness against 
Law, to hurt a Regent who had so brutally dismissed his 
plaint. 

Therefore, having contrived to return to Paris in the Due 
d’Aumont’s coach, he went straight to the heart of the matter, 
applauding the Duke’s clearsightedness and agreeing that the 
Regent’s protection of Lass was in the present circumstances an 
outrage to be resented by every true Frenchman. 

Of course, d’Aumont agreed with warmth. “In fact, when all 
is weighed, we discover that it is not really Lass who is ruining 
France;, but the Duke of Orleans.” 

“The shrewd old King foresaw it,” Horn agreed, “when he 

provided otherwise for the Regency.” 

“You are not alone in perceiving it. There are those with no 
interest at heart but that of France, whose proper aim is to right 
this wrong.” 

“I rejoice to hear it. More, I should always be ready to bear a 
part in so laudable an undertaking. It would be an honour and a duty.” 

Now, however much Horn might be regarded as a debauched 
fribble, it remained that by virtue of his lofty connections his name 
was of weight in Europe, and would be of particular weight in 
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Spain, to which the Maines were looking for redress of their wrongs. 

Hence, when he expressed himself so frankly, d’Aumont perceived 
no reason not to be equally frank. 

“The Parliament, overborne by the Duke of Orleans, has 

removed the Duke of Maine from the Regency. Against that there 

is now no appeal. He could be restored only by the King of Spain, 

who stands nearest to the throne of France, and as the late King’s 

grandson, is actually the real heir presumptive, and therefore the 

natural Regent. He should be invited to take the office and then 
govern by deputy.” 

“And that deputy,” said Horn, to whom much was now clear 
“would, of course, be the Duke of Maine.” ' 


“Of course. There would then be an end to these abuses, to 
this dissolute governing by harlots, rakes, and money-changers ” 

“Not before it is needed, by God,” said Horn, with virtuous 
fervour. “Count upon me for one.” 

I rejoice to do so. \ ou not only perceive the right, you wish 
to uphold it. That, my dear Count, is the true nobility.” 

It remained for d’Aumont only to persuade Horn to pay another 

viMt to Sceaux and offer himself to the Duchess, who would give 

him a glad welcome and enrol him in the growing army that under 
her direction was working to this noble end. 

Having pledged himself, Monsieur de Horn went home to 

request his Countess to prepare for this jaunt into the country on 

the morrow. He found her deep in Montesquieu’s Lettres Persanes, 

'vmch had lately appeared, wearing a gown of shimmering silk 

? p ; lle f ^‘ een without panniers, so that her admirable shape and 
lovely length of limb were not dissembled. 

Under its crown of lustrous russet hair her face and neck and 
breast were of a creamy pallor. All this and the brilliant eyes and 
uvid lips that seemed ever laughter-laden, which once had disturbed 
he senses of a king by no means ardent, and once had driven the 

° Unt of Horn to such distraction as almost to have changed his 
nature, made him deplore the lack of affection in the gaze with 
'vhich she returned his own. 


Sceaux 
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icre dm you should wish to return so soon. Or is the Baronesf 
h.s again to be of the company?” 

den;J h “p ar ° neSS Lass! ” His tDne and Stimace were convincing 
cnui. Reassure yourself, madame. It will not be the sort oi 
i action you will be suspecting.” 




Suspecting!” She smiled, with a flash of perfect teeth “I am 
not suspecting. I was asking. But it is of no importance.” ' 

He was goaded by her calm into a full and boastfiil disclosure 
of the part he hoped to play in pulling down the Regent, so that 
e might afterwards square the account with that thieviiw doe of 
a compatriot of hers who had robbed him of a fortune. ° 

Perhaps,” she suggested, “it was his way of forestalling your 
attempt to rob him of a wife.” b ' 


His annoyance was the sharper, because of the truth he dis¬ 
cerned in this, a truth he was not even concerned to dissemble. 

1 would to God I had never seen the sickly creature.” 

Her laugh was not in the least wifely. “You thought to grasp 
a wanton, and found a prude. A thorny prude. My dear, I com¬ 
miserate you. These vexations are occasionally inevitable in such 
a career as yours. As for this revenge you contemplate, it is no 
affair of mine. And, of course, my opinion will not weigh with 
you. Yet I am impelled to say that you would be better advised to 
keep away from the Maines and their plots, or you may end by 
suffering more than mere banishment from Court.” 

He stood over her, tall, handsome, and sneering. “You are 
right,” he said. 


She raised her brows. “Surprising admission!” 

I mean you are right that your opinion will not weigh with 

me.” 


Forgive me. I was stupid. I am stupid sometimes.” 

“Often. But it is no matter. This is Monday. Weshall go to Sceaux 
on Thursday.” 

“You mean that you will go.” 

“And that you will accompany me. Her Grace will be glad to 
welcome us again.” 

“Maybe. But I don’t think I care to be welcomed by her Grace. 
I lack your interest in her honey-flies. And in any case, I shall be 

leaving in the morning with Lady Stair for Saint Germain, and 
we shall not return until Saturday.” 

“You refuse, then, to come with me ” 

“I have been endeavouring to say so—politely.” 

He clenched his hands. “You are resolved to infuriate me.” 
“Must we exaggerate? It is only that I do not care for the 
posturing company at Sceaux, and that I am pledged to Lady Stair.” 

Her mocking air, even more than her words, made him bid 
her go to the devil and stalk out in fury. 
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It was intolerable that a man of his birth and station should be 

unable to constrain a mutinous wife, or even be in a position to 

threaten that he would close the Paris house and dismiss the 

servants. Such a threat in his straitened circumstances would be a 

brutumfulmen; for of the house, which was hired, it was she who bore 
all the costs of maintenance. 

If on their first meeting in London two years ago her provocative 

beauty had enthralled him just as his own good looks and lofty 

birth had made him acceptable to her, yet but for the great wealth 

of which she disposed and the great estate of Harpington, of which 

she bore the title, it would never have occurred to him to seek her 
in wedlock. 


Perhaps he had been less than prudent in neglecting to make 
sure of the exact tenure of that wealth. Because he was entirely 
mercenary he must be at more than ordinary pains to avoid reveal¬ 
ing the fact; and as a result it was not until after marriage that 
money came to be discussed between them. Trusting in a husband’s 
rig ts over a wife s property he had known no misgivings. The 
greater, therefore, was the shock that awaited him. 

In the rich Harpington estates he discovered that she possessed 

no more than a life interest, with trustees who had it in their power 

to exercise a measure of control over tiie considerable revenue 

she derived from it; so that even this could not be accounted free 

and certainly not free enough to permit him to control more of it 
than she chose to allow. 


i , In ’ he cruel '*S ht of 'hat discovery, it seemed to the Count that 

cast a l?’ C d ated b T h r Cr bCaUty 3nd hcr charra - Disillusioned, he 

tricked hL ? , maSk amatlv f ness > cursed the fates which had 
v nto marriage, and resumed Ins normal ways of life 

rather sooner and more flagrantly than he might otherwise have 

rivcn S tf 0r A"’! e< l ,,ally 'disillusioned, she regretted that she had not 
m sTunrf t0 . hcr brother > S ' c P h en Ogilvy, who had been under no 

h leflher m an ’"“f “ ndili ° n ofher hea «’ »"<■ how venerable 
ness He iustl " appi . oa< : h that came arrayed in deferential tender- 

graces and the th f appeal to hcr senses of Hor n’s external 

almostly princeiy station. And he judged i, a fire that would be soon 


attempt of his to dissuade hcr from the marriage had almost 
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led to a rupture between them. But when things fell out as he 
foreseen and much sooner than he had foreseen, it was Ik who 
had shown her the weapons she possessed in her revenues » H 

exactly how to wield them for her self-protection. 

i fius she had remained mistress of the situation The esta w;.i, 
ment in the Rue d’Argenteuil was maintained be^use she choset 

husband 1 F ^^ - She P ractised n0 P«ty meanness with her 
sband. From time to time she even supplied him with sums of 

money for his needs, most of which he had gamed or else spent on 

reproach^ 6 h' * ^ ^ ^ quhe 

•urpris? d h ShC WOUld haTC stirred » him no emotion but 

would amusedly have reproved an outlook more proper to 

did ° f a trad “ man ln viewing the world of fashion. But she 
d ‘ d n ° f re P r °ach hun. She amazed herself when, the mask being 

, , s ° b ". ef an experience of marriage, she found herself 
contemplating his true countenance with utter indifference; more, 
almost it seemed with relief, as if the revelation severed a bond 
a had secretly been irking her, and gave her back her freedom. 
Understanding followed, and with it a measure of 

Stephen had been right. Horn had never touched more than 

her senses. That bruised heart of hers, as Stephen knew, was quite 

incapable of love, although to a man of worth she would have given 

that duty and loyalty which the Count of Horn could certainly not 
command. 7 

• -rrr t ^ iat ra ^ n § departure from her presence left her supremely 
indifferent, whilst the prospect of his departure from Paris was 
vaguely uplifting. 


CHAPTER XIV 

ADVENTURES OF CATHERINE 

O N the following morning, of a sultry day of August, the Count of 
Horn went riding on the Cours la Reine, where the world of fashion 
was wont to parade on horseback and in coaches, seeking the cool 
by the river and the shade of the chestnuts. 

He was without purpose beyond the need for action and move¬ 
ment that assails so many when out of humour. He came to suppose, 


however, that he must have been inspired bv fate tn v. i 

morning, for ahead of him, on a beautiful white mare fha?"* T* 

now as well known as her rider, he beheld the slim ektr^f ,1“ 
figure of Catherine Law. ’ gant ’ u P rl gl« 

behhid ;°er e Tha e t n she Z&SZgZ ta * h 

for it was the frequency with which he had trotted down "he Corns 

Bud.aHhe I" w ^ firSt SUpP ' ied food for scandal 

welcome 'con 1 aUu ™' g 

S 52 ? at Sceaux ’ for 

In his amazement he drew rein so violently as a l mM , „ , . 

Us horse upon its haunches. Then finding • b ! mg 

halted and that she maintained the invitation s " e ’ t0G > had 

alongside of her, hat in hand, his head humbly 

I am forgiven amshness tto^ l ° h ° pe Aat 

“I have fonjoften if » c i , V beha y cd h Y worsliip?” 

to say to you. You may ride with me if it hT' 1 f Somel!,,n S 

“My pleasure I m, j , 1 “ be V OU1 ' pleasure.” 

emotion.” ' ’ ™ a an,c ’ 1 le P oor word to express my 

Site laughed lightly, and touched her more with I,. i • 

Utey moved forward side bv side sl,e el-, 't , 1 ' v!l,p - As 

make sure that her groom mm Wd S T d T*' hci ' shoulder to 

daily for a week in the • * ’ iat ^ have ridden here 

of meetinar von 55 

1 illS was to nrnr u: r ^ ^ 

“Madame. ...” ; m L ° m amaz emcnt to amazement. 


That is not to be misunderstood Cirnm^t-. 1 
to suggest that we should become allies” have anscn 

a n K« j. _ V Y •»» _ * 


U 41 , , , - cimcs. 

’ hat ", llh a11 n, y heart, madame.” 

Aiicre is the need ” . 


For our owip^mcSme’And shTu’ ff £<l Wm - “ GvcM mod. 

am too intimate with my husband ” ° “ °‘* “' nns lll; « 

him.” } listening. She does not so mud. as know 

Severs" m.d die Alston lw S’chridim^ rf n® H6,d de 

tc/e - uistiati name. I tell you what I 



have discovered. If she tells you that she does not know him tW 
is further evidence of the guilty nature of their relations/’ ’ 

he oath with which he received the news was merelv an 

expression of his surprise. “Pray when was this?” he asked 

still incredulous. asJced » hls ton e 

“A fortnight since. On Monday of the week before last ” 

Reflecting that that was the day on which the agents of the 
Parliament had gone to the Hotel de Nevers to arreJ r , 

to find *at their bird had flown, he asked himself was it possible that 
he now held, at last, the explanation of that flight. 

If what Catherine told him were true, it must be that he had to 
diank his Countess for warning Law. But how, he asked himself 
further, could she have known what was intended? At once he 
found the answer. He remembered how he had boasted to her what 
by his contriving, would be done to the Scot. NoaiUes, it seemed’ 

indiscretion “ " th ° Ut gr ° Unds ° n which to sus P e « him of 

He drew rein in his sudden agitation. “Ah! The traitress,” he 


exclaimed. “She betrays me, then] 

He appalled his companion by a fury of which she entirely 
misconceived «*»»***« “tvt~ — m. . ' . _ 


. ... ... — j ■**“**- «» nut wuat i say. it is 

impossible to believe that it is already so.” 

_/‘Not for me. God! What a fool I’ve been not to have guessed 


. ... m “ measure as she conveyed conviction to him she found 

it slipping from herself. 

I will not ... I do not wish to believe it,” she protested. “All 

my hope is that there is yet time to prevent this thing. That is why 

I appeal to you. Between us we could-Surely we could frustrate 

their wicked hopes.” 

“Their wicked hopes?” He perceived at last how they were at 
cross-purposes. “Shall we ride on?” he invited, and after they had 
set theii horses in motion again he remained silent, taking thought. 
“You see,” she said presently, “what I mean when I say that 

O j*\. it « 1 

He was in no haste to clear up her mis¬ 
apprehension. In fact he was beginning to wonder what profit he 
might find in it. ^/feanwhilc he drew a bow at a venture. “And 
there’s something else I see: that the jade has all but ruined me by 
her jealousy. By all the devils, madame, between your husband and 
my wife it is likely to go hard with me, as with you. We are botli 
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we should be allies?” 
“Of course I see.” 


abused. You may 


/ ST —’ aiuauuc, 

we are to prevail against those betrayers?” 

_l __. _ • . , _ . ' 


f>erceiving 


• Vw.™ • • • • ®-- vwicmcacc was drawing unon 

hem the inquisitive, quesUoning eyes of some of those they pasfed 

c drew still nearer and dropped his voice. “This is not a matter 

grave W TS n n ^ SCU h P " 1 f C herC “ 11)6 Cours la R «ne. It is too 
gra\e. I ell me, when can I come to you?” 

^ TM, scared her. “Not to the Hotel' de Nevers. John would 

For that I care nothing. But I cannot h.'o u 

sidering what lies between us, nor can I ask von t rt ^ C C . 0n ‘ 

S dtfSr^ who has a 

Philippe, over a glover’s shop at - c' i^rfT'rcd hand’’Wid S ‘' 

= g for her assent he added the ^uesti^^en %£% 

She changed colour; Jier breathing quickened “B„r T ... m 
• to,. You must see that I could not. ifis^mpossMe.” C ° U ' d 

\h, madame, what is it that you fear? Detection? Take vour 

.autions. Comp nf r ind.- ^ i * ... * ^our 


--- yw accut uetec 

1 un !? Corne at dusk in a backney-coach.” 

but if it were to become known? What would be thnimM? nu 
you should not propose it.” "uuia oe thought? Oh, 

Aor should I if I knew of a safe alternative n ♦ t 

resolve this uglv thinp if we are tn ctvet i atlve * But ,f we are to 

a meeting there must be. Perhaps you have a Hif h lnfam >- 
trust.” 1 } u nave a llIen u whom you can 

She had not, she confessed, almost in tears anH cr, • u- 
little more persuasion, driven by jealousy stiflh v ”^ 2 '° 3 

consented to come that evening ^ ^See t ** 

in a Lcknt'-co\cl?TsTorn1, S d " S ^ a, ’ d doSeIy hooded and 

A slattcrnIy°old'\vonian r admhtelf hei^to" X *? h °«■ 

passage, where the air was fouled bvir • C g . °° m a narrow 

With a leering assurance that she ^as iZ^T ° f ^ tmcUs - 
Colonel’s friend, the woman led th P atl cntly awaited by the 

The mephitic atmosphere took Cathe!^ -* P f creakll ig staircase, 
the dim illumination and the repellent^‘T ^ throat} and with 

:rts j ».d 

- came to he room above, where the Count 



awaited her. It was small and meanly furnished, but at least it was 
well lighted by a four-branched candlestick set on a shabby console 
under a fly-blown mirror. The young Count, tall, handsome and 
very brave in blue velvet with thin gold lace, seemed in himself to 
supply an adornment that partly redeemed the sordid setting. 

He moved eagerly to receive her, yet with a reassuring deference. 
He was voluble in gratitude to her for coming, conducted her to a 
settee of faded tapestry, and offered her wine from a flask which 
W1 th 3 dish of cakes had been placed beside the candlebranch. 

No, no. Nothing, I thank you.’* She was definite in her rather 
breathless refusal. “You’ll understand that I must not stay. My 

coach is waiting. You will have given thought to our case. You will 
have decided what measures we should take.” 

Thought! he echoed. I have thought of nothing else since 
I left you this morning; but a decision is not so easy. My wife has 
gone to Saint Germain. She had left when I returned, so that I had 
no chance to speak to her. The only way I could find to serve you 
would be definitely to remove her to the country, to place the little 
fool beyond the reach of your abominable husband.” 

“Oh, yes. Yes.” Her hands were joined, her eyes raised eagerly 
to his. “Yes. That might be the way.” 

“Ah!” He sighed, and sank to the settee beside her, yet leaving 
as much distance between them as the seat permitted. “But it is 
not certain. I could try persuasion, and I will. Unhappily I lack 
the means to compel obedience, especially since your husband, out 
of his cursed jealousy, has reduced me by his swindling tricks so that 
I have hardly a louis to call my own.” 

“Out of jealousy?” She was puzzled. “Because of your wife?” 

“Oh, no. Because of you, madame.” 

“Because of me?” 

“Is it possible that you did not even suspect that you are the 
innocent cause of my misfortunes? It should be plain. Monsieur 
Lass does not want for perspicacity. He was quick to perceive how 
it was—how it is—with me, how deeply I have come to worship 
you.” 

“And he resented it?” 

There was a sudden note of eagerness in her voice which he 
could not understand. It was as if this were news that she would 
welcome. He shrugged. “Naturally. Whatever licence he may 
claim in the pursuit of his own gallantries, however indifferent he 
may be, madame, to your feelings, yet he will not suffer himself to 
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be made ridiculous. He regards you as his chattel, and he will 
brook no damage to his property.” 

Her flush, her angry gasp told him how swift was the action of 

th's poison. So he continued to pour it: “That, in fact, is what he 

had he effrontery- to tell me. Yet when I offered him the satisfaction 

usua between gentlemen, even waiving the question of my birth 
and station, the poltroon refused it.” 7 

lion' “V - ‘'' Y ?J ' vouldhave fou .?ht for me!” She was in consterna- 
tion. You would have put your life in danger 

leas', 7h?,'1 1 Cm u 7 “ m ° re n ° bly? Ifyou do n ot know that it is the 

east I would do for you, then you do not know me at all, and 
it is no wonder that you have misunderstood me.” There was a 
disquieting throb of passion in his voice. “In effect, hotter 
Monsieur Lass preferred the weapons of his loathly trade, and bv 
those he has accomplished my ruin. But although my worship of 

regret “uisTf Tt "fo^" 3 mi, , li0n ’ y ° U ,, are n0t 4 ° Suppose * hat 1 

;: F d 1 :;r i n ?i ^‘ thout . u er ^ what x have 


•p j 1*.- -IW. 

sacrificed, which is, in fact, every louis I possessed.’ 

quickeTlheTiT 5 fr r a , man ° fsuch H°ble parts, was matter to 
some m H P - CS ° f any but lhe most level-headed woman; and in 

troubled “Yr>.. , ne ^ aw s - ^er glance was 

it was aho a prayer. ' ^ ‘° ^ S °’* If “ "' as a Protest, 

In hi^ warmth h^d "r ? Ver required to repress ‘he truth?” 

Up0n >. ou husband has’ 

ously on -U^^ti 3 '° Ch f ’‘ him ’ bu ‘ he swepi impetu- 

late to prevent.” 13 ' ** prcvcnted * that « may already be too 

No, no!” It was almost a wail. “I’ll not believe thnr a a r i 
you.” perserere. It is what I came here to consider u-itli 

course of acdom” COnS,dCred “ fi ° m eVery aspect ’ but ca n hud no 

Paris BU ! ” OU SP ' >kC ° f rCm0vin 3 the Countess of Horn from 

“And I warned von tint T mnnot . • , 

“V ^ ,, ... y , uiac 1 cannot constrain her ” 

i ct you will endeavour - 1 Is r»r^ ; i 

133 ° lnduccm cnt you could 



offer, no attraction elsewhere with which you could temnt h. s 

h, give it thought, I beg you. Surely, surely you can diJvnr 
way to set a barrier between them.” 1 ” dlscover a 


Lady Stair would help meTshe i^b^ome'‘SS’to mS* 

of I! ‘ hat h “ a quCSti0n of her from the dS£ 

“You have it,” she broke in. “That surely is the way ” 

.0 tw l m K “"I furth . er ’” he be ^ ed > and drew nearer m 

so that he brought up against her. ’ 

feet^ ' f thC COntaCt were frightening, she came instantly to her 


c< 


I 

I must go.” Again she was a little breathless. “It is not safe to 
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linger. I... I might be questioned.” 


With 


t - - M.xaoLii y luwcrca ner veil and 

drew up the hood of her long cloak, whilst he stood deferentially 
before her. He could not but observe that he had scared her, and 
he was too skilled to increase her fears by any rash insistence. “We 
must confer soon again,” he said. “As soon as I have found a way ” 
She looked round that abominable room, and inwardly shud¬ 
dered at the thought of a return to it. “I pray that it may not be 
necessary. It is not safe. If it were known.... If I were followed... 

T ?\ et ^ wou ^ ke wise that you should know what I propose. 
It might well require your assistance. I’ll send you word. Oh, but 

guardedly, have no fear.” He took up the candlebranch. “I* will 
light you down.” 


When he had watched her flutter like a frightened bird to her 
coach, he climbed the stairs again, never heeding the obscene cackle 
of the hag who kept the house, or her comment on the unusual 
brevity of beauty’s visit. Back in de Mille’s room, he held the 
candlebranch aloft to survey it. He realized that it could arouse 
only repugnance in a dainty, fastidious soul nurtured in the sybaritic 
luxury with which her husband surrounded her. But if he took no 
satisfaction in quarters that certainly made up no Temple of 
Venus, yet he thought he might rest content with the comedy he 

had played, with the richness of his invention, and with the restraints 
he had imposed upon it and upon himself. 

No later than the morrow Fate played into his hands by fur nis h- 
ing him a sound pretext for asking her to come to him again. It 
happened that he visited the opera in a party organized by Madame 
de Sabran, and that the Regent also chanced to be present, accom- 



^"esdW 13 ,^ r “ 1 ‘ ad r s ?, metimes ha PP ened of late, by Mr. Law. 
to see him, but annoyed that he should be in the company of one 

VriuLe who l° Wn , ad T favourites * Hk Highness spoke to La 
runere, who was in 3 -ttcnda,nce. 

effrontery’that'he See that t rLtes an order "the 

morning to take himself into the countrv . 

nfty leagues of the Court unless he is bidden. You may Tdd that f 

In the Bastille.” nnd hlrn a locI g i ng here. 


'■>' m a’ b„ nth '““S'. 

hen a footman would have thrust her nchl#* „• i • , . 

voice in appeal, holdin- up h-r now » t ’ H ?,‘, r ralScd her 

madamc!” S ° f Horn - From the gardens of Horn, 

io Catherine’s servants this mi^ht be wiihonr t , 

not to Catherine. “Let her come "die^ordered '-r ^‘ fica f CC5 bU ‘ 

sl.e bore it to her nostrils. “They are sweetlv’^r'^n 

S>iie gave her a piece of silver and I of, eetI > perfumed, child. 

upon the gracious lady’s head calling down blessings 


Ga,he "" e -wrapped the paper 
She expected; «gSL d To’ ^ f ° Und whhin “ ‘^c note 
/ am ordered into immediate exilTmid m°’t ‘° ^ Warl Tny favours. 
This no doubt at the promptin' ’of 1L who V- 1 *" ‘ han ‘O'™™™- 
important that we confer before / hJ'r", ,,, * "‘ S my remomL h « 
It bore no signl ure and "" U ihh 

dismay. Once the Count’ wne r™' "T nC ; ded ' lt . fllled her with 

did not accompany him tlmre wn'll’l 3 " assum,n g that liis wife 

s. ics.“s5 Wssxs\r , i* “ 

stance, conveyed in the note, that Honvs exile wa^ F T ) 'T™' 

L ” * 

horrible house in the Piace'd^R^if c^h/ aSai , n v,sidn S‘hat 
to lt. OUAe , Catherine braced herself 


awaiting her wa^puMv hbtri 0 ^ T ?^ lhe S'ndeman she found 

more natural than ,1 L t»Td‘ K? CO ' lId ^ a PP—d 

be dtstrauglit to find him 

1 j5 


If 


h n , ish ^j at lhe Stances of a cunning rival who desired a clear 
field. She was not to suspect his secret certainty that th~ C ? 

betrayal of which his wife was guilty was the betraval tn Ayr ^ ^ 

mdSCT .' ,y ■S;. *«*“■« her Mo.CS 

man other than sheer malice towards himself; but with this he wL 
safsfied, convinced, in spite of Catherine’s details, thattheCounte^ 
ou J^ ave had no previous acquaintance with Law 

are tte ’vkrim^f ” ^ is monstrous . terrible. We 

e the victims of a wicked pair who enjoy the advantage of being 

well served by authority. As surely as I owe my banishment to 

bvmv wif e a Notc St T T^h h™ ^ ^ prom P ted to procure it 
\ , y Wlfe - Not content with having ruined me utterly, with bavin* 

my honour.” ^ ’ 4,1 Wkked man is now to rob me of 


tragic figure 


t i n ° 9 liiurc occupied 

the faded settle, and reflected genuinely his spurious grief. From a 

velvet bag she drew a bundle of bank-notes. “This banishment,” she 

r)ic^Y*PCC rpi * i # « _ ^ by your financial 

distress. This may relieve it at least a little. It is only three thousand 

louis, all that I can bring you now without being detected. ,, 

Madame! There was horror in his voice. It was an outcrv 
oi protest or refusal. 7 


“It belongs to you. It is a little part of all that of which you have 

been robbed, so you need not scruple to take it. Do not offend me 
by refusing.’* 

“Madame!” he cried again, and it was almost a sob. He sank 

to the settle beside her, impulsively he caught her wrists and bore 

to his lips the hand that held the notes. “The money. . . „ What is 

the money to me? But the gesture. ... My God, Catherine, that is 

everything. It brings me to tears that you should have this thought 
for me.” 

“Take it. Take it,” she insisted. 

^ m Y need I am so mean as to allow myself to be persuaded. 
But I take it only as a loan. ...” 

“No loan. It belongs to you, and you shall have more.” 

The promise was easy of fulfilment out of her husband’s unstint¬ 
ing liberality. 

Yet from you, it must be no more than a loan. For what 
Monsieur Lass owes me I shall render my accounts to himself when 
the time comes.” He took the bundle and tossed it carelessly on to the 
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console behind them. Then he was again kissing the hands he had 
not relinquished, kissing them with a passionate fervour that began 
to disturb her. She sought to withdraw them; but his clasp was 
firm. “Your goodness intoxicates me. That you should have had 
this lovely thought of me, of my necessities, moves me to the depths 
of my poor soul. How shall I prove my gratitude; my gratitude 
and my deep love?” 

Again she strove to release her hands. “If we are to be allies. .. 
she was beginning, and her tone was of intercession. 

“Allies certainly. But more, far more than allies. Let me prove 

my devotion, my worship. What need those betrayers matter to us 
when we have each other?” 


“You are not to speak so, monsieur.” 

“How else? And why not? Our loyalties should be only for each 
other? Ah, Catherine!” He loosed her hands at last, but only to 
embrace her and draw her, struggling, against him. 

White and trembling, a piteous entreaty in her lovely eyes, her 
hands now straining against his breast, she implored him to be calm, 
to release her. “I should not have come,” she said. “I should have 

known to what I exposed myself. Do not make me sorry that I 
trusted you.” 


Instantly he let her go. He drew back, and rose. “How can you 
be at once so kind and so cruel? You give thought for my trivial 
needs.” He waved a contemptuous hand towards the money on 
the console. “Yet you deny my deeper ones.” Abruptly he was on 
his knees beside her. “Ah, Catherine, have you no pity? You see 
me almost swooning at your feet, yet you repulse me. You give me 
money! Deal God, do you think I thank you for that when you 
deny me all else, when you withhold yourself? I was grateful on]. 
whilst I supposed that it was an earnest of your love, of your 
response to the passion that is burning me up.” 

Hush, hush! she murmured, as she might have ur^ed 1 
child. “This is not right. ...” 


“Not right!” He was tempestuous. “Then all is wrong. Is it not 

right to listen to our hearts? Catherine, dear Catherine, in all the 

woild there is nothing that is more right.'’ Again his arms enlaced 

her, his head upon her breast, and whilst she stiffened, she no 

longer attempted to release herself. “Why need it vex our mind* ” 

he continued, “if those disloyal ones should have their wav when 

it is ours to avenge ourselves by repaying then in the san e 
com? 
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He raised his head and leaned forward, boldly seeking her lim 
But from this her hands again defended her. Troubled by his trustv 
passion, and panting in his clasp, she still protested. “If... If I 
knew that repayment was due—if I were certain 
“Can you still doubt it?” 

I must. We have no proof. After all, it is only what we suspect ” 
Then on a firmer tone: “I am an honest woman,” she declared, 
and very loath to be other. Only . .. only proof of John’s infidelity 
could change me. If I had that I should not care. But before I am 
an outraged wife who avenges herself, I must be certain of the out¬ 
rage.” She broke from him. It was as if she had found an argument 
that put an end to hesitancy. She thrust him violently away, moved 
aside and rose. “If your note brought me dismay, it also brought me 
hope that you had found a way to ... to prevent the accomplishment 

of this betrayal. If that is not so, I must wonder why you should have 
brought me here again.” 

Horn realized at last that he was dealing with a woman who 

under all her levity still loved her husband enough to recoil from 

inficiclity. But in spite of that, and whilst inwardly raging, he 

persisted. “I brought you so that I might warn you of what has 
happened to me.” 

“And nothing more?” 

“There was my need, my overwhelming need, to see you again 
before I go.” 

To this she chose to pay no need. “Have I at least your promise 
that you will endeavour to take the Countess of Horn away?” 

He looked down on her from his fine height, and his dark liquid 
eyes were sadly reproachful. “How you crucify me!” he complained. 

How you are at pains to let me see that all your concern is for 
this worthless husband of yours.” 

“My concern is for myself, as I have shown you. And now you 

must let me go. Tell me only where you are to be found if I should 
need you.” 

He sighed and passed a hand wearily across his brow before ' 
replying. “I shall go to Sceaux when I leave to-morrow.” 

“But that is not fifty leagues away.” 

“No. I must take the risk, so that for your sake I shall still be 

near you if you should need me, as I shall constantly pray that you 
may.” 

“But you will be in danger.” 

“Gladly if it earns me your sweet concern.” He shrugged the 

138 



have word of it. 


Sceaux 


>9 


d,^L b °' V ? d ^ ] rt m ~ in S her thauks - Her hands were 
awing up hei hood. Now light me down the stairs.” 

“Alreadv' VVhn,?° Ve ' ”*1 P onderin S her with glowing eyes, 

ready. V/hat an anxiety to be gone, to leave me. Ah, give me the 

sweetness of your presence for a few moments yet. I do not even 

now w len shall see you next. Do not be so avaricious of yourself ” 

P'eadhig 0 aonrel 6 ? n l° Unl ‘ nS °" ce more under this torrential 

^ ad J U - d ' Hi ~eagaLabouther. 

n UruMe aS “Ar ld r ^ SO ,igh ^’ against h!m that she could not 
n struggle. Ah, Catherine, Catherine, don’t deny me. 

ralvs^rl in __i__ i . ^ _ * 


even 
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sidefTialf^ in - hat fnm ? mbracc » wWch’pinned her arms to her 

relt herse,f lifted bodily and bor - 

base fBase !’^' S *** ” g °’” she fccI,l >- ™°aned. “Oh, this is 

Hush!”° nly answcr u ’ as a whisper fierce and urgent. “Hush! 

He reached the settle, and flung her down ..non it a 
release, ^nce more £5S ^ ^ “ - 

street door went unheeded by ^ ^ $lammin S of 

ft was not until a fumblinu clattering .ten , 

a raucous snatch of son? came fn di.t, I i° r Upoa ,he stairs and 

checked and fell badf a pace to listen WM?’ ' T Suddenl y 
approaching sounds which in th t i ’ ^' blIst > as for Jl er, those 

have filled her with panic nn \ ^ii^f at an ^ ot ^ er ^ mc must 
Horn nZ . , W actuall V ^ugh! relief. 

listening pi use, tun,ed’and'sped^to "he'd" m °^ nt ’ S breath,ess 

it fast. But already he was ton 1 t \ r^ 001 ' 5 uu ^ lnt ent to make 

violently open and a hro- , a ' e * le rcac ^ cc ^ itj h was flung 

on the threshold. S ’ gaudy man of middl o age stood blinkin' 
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and^tVe lf Lidy C fr^)^j d !| | t v ^^ ( han ~ dlc ) Coi . mt breathless and livid, 

panting and trembling she s U tw,rfed°h "" /f ^ dlsarra y> whilst 

settle from which she had risenH-a t 1 ? lf a S a mst ‘he end of the 
dc Mille’s flushed face. " S wU ^ 1U1 lo °^ s ^ la pe on Colonel 
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^“Seems I intrude,” he chuckled. He strove to be solemn, failed 
and loosed a cackling laugh. He advanced a pace or two, reeled 
slightly aside on unsteady feet, swept off his hat, and bowed 

Serviteur , madame.” He turned sheepishly to Horn. “Devil take 
me, Monsieur le Comte, I’d forgot you were here.” 

Devil take you, indeed, you sot,” snarled Horn. 

“Eh, now that’s damned uncivil. I don’t care for it.” 

As they faced each other in truculence, Catherine perceived 
that her way to the door was clear. With shaking hands she dragged 
the hood over her head, pulled her cloak about her, and sped to 

the threshold. Instinctively Horn moved to intercept her, only to 
find the Colonel in his way. 

“Stand aside, you drunken dog.” 

Far from obeying, annoyed by the epithet, de Mille leaned 
upon him, using his weight, which was considerable. “Sorry if I 
intrude. As I’ve said. Sorry. Curse me for a marplot if you will. 
That I can forgive. But don’t be uncivil. Don’t say I’m drunk. And 
don’t call me a dog. I might bite you.” Still stupidly barring Horn’s 
way to the door, he chuckled again. “What’s troubling you? Your 
poor little shy pullet? Bah! Let her go if she wants to. Never hold a 

woman against her will. I never do. Not worth it. Poor sport. Let 
her go.” 

The sounds from below told Horn that, in fact, she was as good 
as gone already. For a moment he stood cursing de Mille. 

Then abruptly he turned aside with a laugh that still held some 
anger. “You were damned inopportune, Mille. But perhaps it’s no 
matter. She has yet to conquer her coyness. That will keep for 
another occasion.” 

But Catherine, huddled shuddering and panting in the depths 
of her hired coach, was crying aloud, “Oh, vile! Vile!” and vowing 
that no other occasion should there ever be. 
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CHAPTER XV 


the royal bank 


Amazing m must ever be the public history of the L-iirrl nf 

•auiiston, it becomes yet more amazing when we acquaint ourselves 
with ins secret history as it now develops. 4 selves 

By the winter of 1718 his operations had become of an incredible 
Kope and complexity; yet he elaborated and directed them whh a 
mmd that must at t.mes-as we have evidence-have brcn dL 

and C no 'hi ‘ h -°u ght °/ Margaret °plvy. It has been suggested 

cod finl sumelroni'm' 0n ' y , ^ in a ®^ 

— r W “ h thlS "'°, man wh0 had bee " the lodestarTf h 

bsnishmem and ihal Ins Counless janwined aloncTn^ariri'n Wlf 


his 


infatuation „. PP ^ d ha the Regents attachment to him 

h.ave been increased by the Parliament’s intrigues and , 1,^0 
which had overhung him. Then, too, the subiuvadon „n, n P , e . n 

strengthened the „ Wat aliair had so immeasurably 

hesitate to indulge the Scot in the nrosermto r , ° nger 
financial schemes of whose soundness Mr Law had f ''f? "' lder 

Of Noailles and his friends, IS dis S^‘ 

institution. Its title was clnn^fl r- \» Ct iaisec ^ lnto a State 

Royale, and its notes were supported bv the Ki ’ 1 Banque 

And now, at last, Mr. 

horizons by a charter which joined to ,he M ssi sinoi Po " V3St 

colonial trading comn n , control, i, lose other F 


colonial trading companies Z r control those other Frencl 
the Companie de Chine and th^T 5 " 16 ^ IndeS 0 l *ntales, 
amalgamation was given the title of tluTp 3 ^ 010 ^- U ' < ’ Cn ^° ab hhis 

du Mississippi. bC P ° PU,arIy kno '™ as the Compagnie 
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For the operations of this imposing concern, which was to hold 
the monopoly of the entire overseas trade of France, fresh and vast 
capital would be required, and for its acquisition Mr. Law employed 
to the full those financial arts of which he had given such abun¬ 
dant proof and which none dared now, as formerly, to deride. 

The upward move in value of the Mississippi stock was still 
only gradual, and it had not yet reached par, despite the marvels 
still related of the inexhaustible wealth of Louisiana. 

If this state of things did not trouble Mr. Law, who took long 
views, it certainly troubled his more cautious brother. William 
Law could foresee no early likelihood of improvement when he 
pondered the poor accounts that secretly reached them from over¬ 
seas, so grimly in contrast with the glowing reports that were still 
being circulated. He pointed to the stagnation of the Mississippi 
stock when compared with the brisk movement of the stock of 
d Argenson’s anti-system, which was earning for its shareholders 
dividends of from twelve to fifteen per centum. 

The elder Law derided his brother’s timorousness. “Did you 
suppose that a land that has been so criminally neglected could be 
rendered immediately productive? The wealth is there. Perhaps 
not in the gold and precious stones which were just a glittering lure 
to dazzle dullards, but certainly in the actual land. You’ll not 
expect mere soil to attract minds that are just mud. But, depend 
upon it, we’ll soon be seeing it yield its riches. Overwhelmingly.” 

“Maybe,” said William, without conviction. “Faith, it’s what 
we’ll be hoping. Meanwhile would it not have been better to wait 
at least until the Mississippi stock is at par before burdening our¬ 
selves with these other enterprises?” 

“That stock will be at par when I so choose, which will be when 
we launch this Compagnie des Indes.” 

“I’d like fine to see it,” said William, and wagged a dubious 
head. 

“So you shall,” his brother assured him, and went confidently 
to work to make good the assurance. 

For his purposes he invented that expedient which has since 
come to be known as the option, and announced that before the 
end of the year the Royal Bank would take up the Mississippi stock 
at par. Two hundred shares at this level represented one hundred 
thousand livres, and this he undertook to pay for these two hundred, 
which at the moment might be purchased in the Rue Quincampoix 
for sixty thousand. 
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So as to render binding the engagement, he announced the 

deposit at once with the Bank of forty thousand livres, which he 
must forfeit if he failed to fulfil his pledge. nC 

Since it was manifest that he could choose to do so only if there 
were less loss in sacrificing the deposit, it was concluded by a public 

rknowW ^^1^, tHa V M ,° n5ieU ,, r LaSS had the best reasons 
now mg that the value of the stock was about to rise. This alone 

sufficed to awaken a demand for it, which in itself sufficed to send 
the price upwards. 

1 he real appreciation, however, was not to come until Law played 

Ins second and master card in this deep gamble. His issue in the 

new and all-embracing Compagnie des Indes was of fifty thousand 

shares with a par value office hundred livres each, so L to make 
up a capital of twenty-five millions. * 

He placed, however, a premium on the shares, so that they were 
purchasable at five hundred and fifty livres in gold, thus producing 
a total ol twenty-seven and a half millions. Of this only fifty livres 

hundreds f 7 ap P H “ for <= a <* ‘hare, the balance of five 

°Tlf manner 'It ^ to ^plete 

acted the earnld" \ f7 n i: n !&° n fr ° m the table, 


or 

o 


attracted the gambler who h 7 ™ gaming tabl< 

was this all. Having invented this allurement he 
imposed the further condition that shares in the new venture d J 

rnny a a id tha°, nly '° , fhard ' oldc,s in original Mississippi Com- 

shares, known as Jailers it was necessary f ,' Company’s 

four of the old, described as mothers. P P ossesslon of 

It followed that those who wished to subscribe to the T r 
Company were compelled first to ornrine , , ,he Indla 

ccived Zt {KScIe wo,fid°f X ' Se °? Uman ' latUre ’ 

by the immediate sequel. The Zk 

vigorous upward movement, and soon ihe Rne Vh i k ,, ,ast a 

by carriages and the Hotel de Nevers besie i I n ” e was blocked 
who came to beg of 'Ir 1,™ .1 r S e d by persons of quality, 

lists should Close VOUr ° f aIlocatio » before the 

A story ran that ihc Regent renuirmo- 0 1 j • 

accompany one of his daughters to the Conn tr ’ 

° j 3 Ule Collrt of Savoy, and men- 



—.... a ». u.u nui Know wuere to twd a duchess for the mirnnv 

was answered that he would find all the duchesses he couldwanUn 
Mr. Law’s anteroom, and there might take his choice 

At the same time the Rue Quincampok was resounding from 
avm to dusk with the cries of less illustrious buyers and sellers 
Gathering momentum in its rise under this fierce demand the 
price of die stock went soaring beyond par. The more it soared the 

mmv* friar* TArM'A U.._ _1 1 _ 


stood 


— / / ’——— a vu o ivvAi tit seven 

hundred and fifty livres, representing an appreciation of fifty-five 
npr centum An ' 


The effect was enormously to enhance the already solidly 

established credit of Mr. Law. It was seen that he had made good 

all his assertions concerning the Mississippi Company, just as he had 

earlier triumphed over the mistrust and ridicule with which his 
Bank had been assailed. 


William Law was robbed of breath as he contemplated the 
reckless ease with which his brother’s genius extracted millions 
from nothing more than faith in what he might achieve with them. 
Again he would have had his brother rest content and apply 
himself exclusively to the development of the stupendous enterprise 
for which all these millions had been assembled. 

But that supreme gamester aimed at the control of a far wider 
field, every stage in the conquest of which he was carefully plotting 
whilst waiting to be served by opportunity. 

It was not long delayed. It came, as he counted that it would, 
when the spendthrift Regent stood again in need of money. 
Settlements were sought by his bastard, the Chevalier d’Orleans, 
there was an estate required by Madame de Parabere, and Jouflotte 
was clamouring for money to maintain her more than royal splen¬ 
dours. His amiable Highness, who had never aquired the art of 
refusing, turned to Monsieur Lass as the natural provider. Monsieur 
Lass was ready to oblige. His Highness might have fifty millions when 
he pleased. All that Mr. Law would require in exchange would be 
an assignment to the Company of the administration of the mint, 
and the faculty of minting. 

His Highness did not hesitate. He granted the assignment for a 
term of nine years, in ever-mounting esteem of this alchemist who 
conjured millions out of air. At least, that is what his brother now 
asked him was he prepared to do in order to pay for the concession. 
“For the Mississippi Company, let me tell you, John, cannot spare 
fifty millions for such a purpose.” 
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As usual, Mr. Law smiled upon his brother’s qualms “It was 

er in mv rprL'nmnrr :* _i_t . m . .. i 13, 11 was 


never in my reckoning .hat it should. The public liUmovide T e 
money as readily as before ” F 1 P rovidc the 

five hundred h vres but at a premium of no less than five hundred 

of his previous issue, and this time in o^der to acnuire'Tl 0 ^' 10 " 

shares he made it necessary to hold four mothers and one d'Ltn 

whilst the lists were open for only twenty days The further ’ 

tion of a promise of a dividend of twelve per’centum r T“ 
stock to be avidly subscribed. P 1 ’ Cau sed the 

rhe acquisition of the mint was no more than a snhiJ^ r» v * 
ary to the destruction of d’Argenson’s anti-™ and 
non of its privileges. This, however, mttst wlit mud he n ? ' 

rented up 3 " h “^ mea[ ^ Mr. Law had^st 

monopSks 11 of , salt e and < ^tobaccof t m?d t< he' S obtained n< ^ erta d*' n ^ S f " le 

m specie, enforcing the use of bank-notes for the purpose^ 
who enjoyed a credit less absolute titan it ‘° 3157 

Actually it was covered liv th* • 11S llad now ^> ec orne. 

greater security, and so as to rende"^^^* Law ad 

u followed from this and similar mimes tlmT ° n !t - 

after the inception of his activities, virtually all 

passed into the vaults of the Royal Bank whilst "f 11 ' 10 ! 13 ’ had 
issue carried die country’s commerce ’ colossal paper 

mingle ff an V* b — a W 

changer’s ofiice dreVe funedo ed a, ’ a ” d ^ IittIc 
Temple of Mammon deali^’A' SUCCUr “’ ° f Mr ' Law's 

Bank of the ever-increasing numbers who^tvere caira-T*h 1 '? R ° V f J 

flowing frcclv onr#» m ^ 1 Kl< ^ rc ndcred stagnant w°s 

° } ° nCC m ° rC > cm P lo ymciu was being found for the 

145 


idle hands of starveling?, and the wages of the poorest labour had 
already doubled. 

If the dawn of prosperity was as yet no more than breaking, 

it already sufficed, after all the misery endured, to cause the nation 

to hail Monsieur Lass as its saviour and to pour blessings upon 
his name. 


CHAPTER XVI 

RE-ENTER DON PABLO 

Mr. Law sat making calculations upon a large sheet that was 
already black with figures, besides three thumbnail sketches of a 
woman’s head that might have been recognized by those who knew 
her well as that of the Countess of Horn. 

To him thus absorbed was announced the Earl of Stair. 

His lordship in sky-blue, with stockings rolled above the knee, 
may not have been easy on the eye but he certainly commanded it. 

'fc. ^ 

He sauntered in swinging a cane, doffed his tricorne, made a leg, 
and professed himself Mr. Law’s obedient servant. 

“I protest, sir, that if you continue to rise at your present rate 
you will soon be beyond the reach of us lesser mortals.” 

“Your lordship rallies me. Pray tell me how to serve you.” 

“I thank you. I should not dare. I find you housed like a 
prince.” 

“Say like a cardinal. This house was once Mazarin’s.” 

“Is not a cardinal a sort of prince, and one who knows how to 
live and how to build? There is no such noble staircase as yours 
either at Kensington or St. James’s, and the tapestries with which you 
adorn it would b.e worth a king’s ransom. But then a million to you 
is as a guinea to me. Permit me to envy you.” 

“Why not? It’s a form of flattery. Were you seeking a million 
or so?” 

The question, coldly asked, shattered the earl’s air of banter. 
“Could you tell me where to find one?” 

“At need, if that were the object of your visit, as it is in these 
days the object of most of my distinguished visitors: the auri sacra 
fames . However, it were to do your lordship injustice not to suppose 
that you will have a nobler purpose. Will you not sit?” 
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number 


, ln r < f ec *! raid lordship. He hung his cane on a button, 

tZ k S T ’i tap P cd proffered it, and thereafte^ 

fields oSilf” and CrOSSed b “ de S ant legs- “In your wide 
neias^ oi financial acquaintances do you 

Spaniard named Pablo Alvarez?” 

“Pablo Alvarez?” Veiling his surprise, Mr. Law paused a 

moment before answering. “I know him. Yes. I believe he is in 
London at present.” ln 

. Stair shook his head. “For once you are at fault. He was, but 
e has decamped. He is bankrupt and charged with frauds in 
connection with the South Sea Company. London wants him.” 

ror what purpose? * 

,, r ,' I ' Wby ’ hang Wm. I presume. He has been traced through 
Holland to France. No doubt he will be seeking to reach Soain 

where he could account himself safe. But the present difficult 

.hl a fronti« tW -,T FranCC 3nd Spai "» WU1 P rcvent him“om “ 

, V1 10FI a P ass port. That is something with which he 

may not have reckoned. I have just seen the Regent, to beg Vat 
tins man, if he presents himself, should not only be refused a Dass- 
port, but be arrested and handed over to us. His Highness proved 
difficult. He would give me no undertaking.” He sighed ‘Tfear that 

for all my efforts I have never succeeded in winning his affect on 

That is why I now come to you ” Election. 

arr* . _ * 


won’t?” ^ ’ Y0Ur l0rds ' ,ip jcsts ‘ Can 1 do Regent 

sccret of iril 1 ; Rege . nt>s mind - You certainly possess the 

fromi Iis High n ess °hou°d S7 fM Tlf ° btai " anytb ing 

is as it should £»*Sr smi d “^e^^n tlmTld T, 
should call tile piper’s tune.” h ° Ws thc purse 

“Av l Mn t vl bU V I ? lelher, ”. Sa!d 1116 Laird of Lauriston. 
oblige us.” ybe ‘ The qucsti0n 15 wiI1 >' ou move His Highness to 

siden’-A^'oupLasr iTscethlTI ^ ‘f 3 *° — 

promise no result I shall l ! 1 j°’ But undcrstand that I 

“With tKof t 1 , my mvn Judgment entirely.” 

i must be content, I suppose \fv 

not be much tn k,,.- i. . . °“F1 JU:>C * gratitude may 

to earn it by this sek-ice.’’’ He rose to’ I ° P ' y ° U COndesccnd 

“TVi»a „-.;n: ; 10 S°* 

Lord Sh’ T yoi \ wcr 1 e askin g hr would be more easily provided 

Lord Stair looked at him with narrowing eyes, hesitafin“d 

\ A m 7 U J 


147 



for that matter, far more welcome, I can assure you.” He paused 
before addingwith a laugh that betrayed embarrassment: “I suppose 
you could not tell me where to find it.” 

“Why not?” Mr. Law spoke carelessly, as one to whom the 
bestowal of millions was negligible. It amused him perhaps to beat 
down the arrogance of station with the arrogance of wealth. 
“Why not? Buy a thousand shares in the India Company.” 

“But they are a thousand livres apiece. My dear Law! That 
would cost me a million.” 

“It need cost you little more than a thousand louis. For all you 
need deposit is fifty livres for each share as a first instalment. Before 
the second instalment falls due the stock will at least have doubled 
in value. You can then sell enough to provide the second payment, 
and before the third is due you will have made your million or more. 
I’ll waive in your case the qualifying shares, and instruct my man 
McWhirter accordingly. You’ll find him at the Bank in Rue 
Quincampoix. ’ ’ 

Stair’s hooded eyes had become very prominent. “And if your 
prognostications do not come true?” he asked. 

“You may lose your thousand louis. But you can depend upon 
my word.” 

“It’s a gamble, of course.” 

“Hardly. A gamble implies a risk, and there’s none here. But 
maybe you’re over-virtuous to gamble even when there is no 
risk.” 

His impecunious lordship stroked his long chin, reflecting. Slowly 
he asked: “Where do you say I’ll find this India Company 
stock?” 

“At the office of the Bank, in the Rue Quincampoix. Ask for 
Angus McWhirter, a brother Scot, who’s my man of confidence. 
I’ll give you a note to him.” 

Lord Stair stepped down completely from the chilly heights of 
pride, on which he habitually dwelt. For once he was rendered almost 
effusive. When presently he took his leave, he did so warmly, 
professing himself Mr. Law’s profound debtor and with a last 
recommendation in the matter of the Spanish bankrupt. 

Although he had betrayed no sign of it, it was distressing to Mr. 
Law to learn of the troubles of his old friend Alvarez, and it was 
still on his mind when, two days later, and just as he was about to 
go to dinner, his brother surprised him by ushering into his room 
the very man who had supplied the motive for Lord Stair’s visit. 
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on Pablo Alvarez, a trifle more corpulent than when last seen, 

uno? \fr ^ m T u nn ’ h ‘ S Sa " OW face more dee P I >’ lined, advanced 
“ P Mr j LaW Wlth °P en arms trumpeting his gladness to see him 

nnt ^ *" -e . an n 5'l’ ;u a3 he was passing through Paris he could 
not forgo the joy of coming to embrace him. 

t was not a joy that at the moment Mr. Law could share He 
suffered the embrace with fortitude. “I wish I could return the 

theTrouble'lb , C Said - “ BU ; ,hen ’ my dear PaWo * 1 happen to know 
lie trouble that accounts for your presence ** 

mvS-H- A , y i r ' Vhat trouble! "’hat trouble, 

tell me how the devil you come to know of it already?” 5 

r ent°tn if 16 Bntlsh ambas f dor - He has asked me to persuade the 

rCnt lO HAVP VAn ort'ac* as-1 __1_ t i — * 


Rrtmnt :-me to persuade the 

happen to be fS^Fmnce.” *° L ° nd ° n “ yOU 

m e"' r T, Spa r rd St ,°°, d f moment speechless in dismayed amaze- 
iTogths irL;- XPl0ded ' “ M ° ther ° f G ° d! Wi " ^V - such 

obli^^I.^ n° intention of 

me ^rr:;!u d ;' b t rcalhin f m °^ cn,ari ly suspended. "Volga- 

round mv neck ” H 'T,'™ ,)lat ’ For an insta nt I felt the rope 
ounu my neck. He eased his cravat as he spoke. 

of friendshio ^t™ * m ° a chair, soothed him with assurances 

over SouthSe S a P stork d H e f h ° W hC had been cau § ht a "d ruined 
had sold S Iwt accounted it crazily overpriced, and 

and must enable him^n P , conv ‘nced that a fall was Inevitable 
as any but a fool ’ “ tran ^ a ct.ons. But instead of falling, 

had risen further H d | ’IT cxpec f ed > tlle cursed worthless stock 

thC S ° Uth S - a bubble that would 


very soon be pricked. 

it’, TOmseff hZ Tut f ° ry ° u ;” said William, “and meanwhile 

t >ourseii is the bubble that’s been burst.” 

HQ SO you l30ltcd % 5> SCiiri Afr T n*r 

honest y Should at leLst be p^ent” ’ W “* ^ W bc 

‘'DoCt C yo!i^if bT' ? ' D ° n f abl ° " as aImost lachrymose, 
then decamp with the money?”'° V ° U d ° n,t P ° 5SeSS ’ and 

“Hhat money? I take God to witness I had none of their money. 


It is they who were clamouring for mine, since I couldn’t deliver 

the stock. And now, it seems, they’re yelling for my blood as if 
that will reimburse them.” 


“A preposterous world.” 

Don Pablo took him seriously. “It’s not for you to find fault with 

it, you that had the wisdom to come to Paris. Would to Heaven I 

had come with you when you urged it. The greatest man in France 

to-day after the Regent, controlling its finances, dispensing millions, 

courted by princes, housed here like a king. Ay, ay! Who wouldn’t 
envy you?” 

“Let us rather talk of yourself, Pablo. You’ll be on your way to 
Spain. But things are not easy between France and Spain at the 

moment. You’ll need a passport if you’re to cross the Pyrenees.” 
“Cellamare is providing.” 

“Who?” 

“The Prince of Cellamare. Naturally it was to him I went for 
help on arrival here. He is arranging for me to travel as a valet to a 
young Spanish priest who is returning to Madrid.” 

“I see. And when does this priest of Cellamare’s set out?” 

“In a day or two as soon as he returns to Paris. He’s away at 
Sceaux at present.” 

“At Sceaux!” Mr. Law’s expression became suddenly alert. 
“At Sceaux, eh? Do you happen to know what a Spanish priest 
should be doing in that carnival-haunt?” 

Don Pablo shrugged. “How should I? Cellamare didn’t mention 


it. All he told me was that this abbe—Porto-Carrero is his name 
arrived from Madrid a couple of days ago and will be returning at 
once.” 

“So! He arrived from Madrid a couple of days ago and will be 


couple of days 


returning at once, and in the meanwhile he spends his time—his 

—at Sceaux.” Don Pablo was puzzled by Mr. Law’s 
apparent amusement. “I thought it singular that your proud, 
almost unapproachable, grandee of Spain should be concerned to 
help an absconding bankrupt. But now things begin to open 
out. Your abbe begins to look like a messenger—a messenger 
between Spain and Sceaux. Is not that odd?” 


“But the man’s a priest. 
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“That is what is odd. If he were not a priest the case would 
be less curious. And this messenger is not only a priest but 
a man of birth. Porto-Carrero is no common name. Now, why 
should such a man be running messages? Don’t you guess the answer?” 
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J’* ' w iucan - vvnat answer is to be guessed?” 

at these are not messages to be entrusted to a common 
courier. 1 

:.T Ur f ly that ’f J . ust an assu mption,” William interjected 
To be sure it is. But there’s no lack of ground for it when you 

now v.hat goes on at Sceaux. They plot there; they dabble eailv 

m high-treason; the little Duchess has said that she wants to se! the 

-ingdom ablaze under the feet of the Duke of Orleans. In the inter- 

l'nrlotrv They co” 83- * atld Serenades and play-acting and a deal of 

King 'JSpain.” SPlrC ° Verlhrow ,he Re g en t and bring in the 

Go , d! ” Don Pabl ° gasped. “But if it’s known.. ” 

Oh, its known. But the Regent laughs at their plotting 

versesherGra""’' his shou,ders at the scurrilom 
. ei , ace s hn cling poetasters write to defame him. He mav 

ery C but' whn'v ° IO " S 3S al , 1 , the P lottin S was just so much buffoon- 

id”\enr mr r rr- Pcrhaps Aib — ; 

laugh a , that.” P ‘ mS ° f the ^ Iames ' 1 don ’' thiak *e Regent would 

if you carry tha". 7 hat ’ S just what he ’ U b « doing 

need some proof before ye bring so heavy a charge.” ° “ 

provide ?t ” he C sa°d WaS t0 , agrC ' wi,h this ’ “ We must 

“ c , v\heie are you lodged, Pablo?” 

me the hosoimliw f7! jassy- Th -, Pr!nce of Cellamare has offered 

VOU Or dol h!s br ° ther - “ That alone - d >ould convince 

absconding !! ““ k U , n . at u ral ir > ‘he haughty Cellamare to take 

financiers to his bosom^ As For vmt Pni^i • 1f 

S2 uXTS 7 TT’ ^ ^ ^ ^ he 

precautions. And now le^Ts'gom dinner!” SCC mC ^ ^ 

Obedient to ll™’ a " a ' n ’ ‘ n . ,he d »sk of the following evening, 
sedan chair° His'ccmnel. r1 ' )unct10n came secretly in a closed 

old friend He rclmtId ^,77^' l ° take his lea ve of his 

that morning to die ein! 'r Abb e e de Porl °- Carrer o had returned 

for Madrid early on the f ’° m Sccaux and wouId he setting out 
named .\&together with a Spanish gentleman 

t ante icon, who had arrived from the Hague. 
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Mr 


You are assured, I hope, 

V JT\ I m m mm mm ^ — m. 


guessin 


by fusion as a se'^tTn^abS 2^"“* ”*** C °"" d 
.. .?,> entI . re, y- A* the Abbe de Porto-Carrero’s valet I share 

patches.° matlC for he wU1 * ca ^ embassy^ 

There IS' iT/v S T thC ,3St Mnk in his chain of sumptions. 

/ „. was about hlm for a moment the stillness of deep thoueht 

said at'lLTb- 1 ' Sudd . en revc < la ‘j on - “Embassy despatches, eh?” he 
said at last, his eyes intent. " Then I was hardh 

him a messenger.” 

‘‘^ nd . hard 'y ri 8 ht laughed Don Pablo. “For he is certainly 
not tne kind of messenger you imagined.” 

} h * ^ re was no re Ply- But after the Spaniard, effusively 

fff f C a* if i ^ e P arte ^» ^ r * Baw called for his carriage, and went 
to the Palais Royal and Dubois, demanding that he be procured 
an instant audience with the Regent* 

• T? 10 i! U l e laughed at him. “Not if Paris were b lazi ng,” 

•aid he. His Highness lias gone to supper, and the door is locked 
for the night.” 


. It must be unlocked,” Mr. Law insisted, and he went on 
briefly to tell Dubois what, according to his deductions, was afoot. 

Let these men set out by all means,” he ended. “But they should 
instantly be followed and arrested.” 

Dubois was now well on the way to the fulfilment of his ambition 
to become a second Richelieu. Therefore this matter should concern 
him closely. Nevertheless, he laughed more freely than ever. 

Arrested! Arrest two gentlemen, both of them men of quality, 
upon no more than these vague suspicions of yours?” 

My suspicions may be suspicions, but they are not vague. 
Where is your common sense? You say they are persons of quality. 
Since when has an ambassador—even a Spanish ambassador—used 


persons of quality for his couriers?” 

The Abb6 shrugged. “Come, come, my friend. These gentlemen 
are going to Spain. It does not seem to me remarkable that they 
should oblige Cellamare by carrying his letters.” 

“But don’t you see that they are letters which this Porto- 
Carrero appears to have come to France especially to fetch? 
Probably in answer to letters that he brought. Don’t all the circum- 
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stances point to that? All the wav from * . _ 

in France and three of them at KTJhK. °, ?,? f ° Ur **• 
with treason. You have your spies Abbe , V* l P& at P resc nl 
£? f« * vindictive 

m whose movements I take an interact t t ™ , 5ceaux 
sa) ing of their occupation there in these days.” ”° W " 1 a ™ 

ies, yes. 5 Dubois was becoming impatient “T i- ti 
and more. And so does the Regent Let us U v h°^ f. that 
assumptions are correct. What is certain is that the R f Y °Z 

we could take.” ’ r I see what action 

pap h erl ”*° ld ^ ^ pcrSOn of tIlis >’ ou »S priest, and get 

tvlu^outre^ne Pnnf "’ as , scai > daliz ^- “You can’t realize 
inviolate—sacred Wim lm,,p u r \ dr nnassadonaI seal are 

propo*. And, an : .-,v..y, „|,y ^ p .7’,. f 31 ' lh ' 

."V !•»» .:«S™ &'*“■"» 

less than justice to vom- rP nuto r i , dcar you do 

you and I cLd laugh with S^tt ^ Sill> ' dUCheSS ~ 

“ 1,1 Ule business. Doesn’t this mean thttS Phir"" ‘ ambassador 

Srasui:,^,r Tf “ i "~ ”■S S»K 

hanged me once And f r , r 1 lc l fl, hament nearly 

Abbe? Do t).e Mah ‘/a d ,t‘T ^ ^ ' vould h “PP« to vou, 

“It’s all • R gent " -ere overthrown?” ; 


“A j r a surrnise >” Dubois insisted but ♦ i i r „ 

on no better grounds To t “ CXlreme and d^gerous action 

■‘‘We ca'’^’ C ° main c - d -cJ&• • ” 

possess them until tve h'ave^rov^d :?°a CSS t . hem ’ and ' ve dare not 

deadlock, and I certainly dare not break it”®’ BU ‘ 3 

JS mat your last word?” 

' ore, my friend. It’s an epilogue ” 

Then I must do as I can.” 

Dubois was alarmed. “WInt the Hev?i» * . „ 

\wiai me devil s in vour mind 0 ” 
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“That I must do it for you.” 

Are you quite mad?” Dubois had changed colour. “You mav 

be a daring gamester, Baron. But this is a gamble that should daunt 
even you. You will be staking your head on it.” 

“Oh! My head!” 

“At least your career. It would ruin you. For God’s sake take 
thought, man. Leave matters that don’t concern you.” 

“I’ve endeavoured to show you that they do concern me.” 

“But not to the extent of running into this danger. I beg you to 
be warned, my friend.” 

“Very well.” Mr. Law became abrupt. “We’ll say no more 

And now, another matter. Lord Stair called on me a few davs 
ago-” 7 

“About a defaulting bankrupt? I know. He told me that he had 
sought your aid. What is your interest in that?” 

“The bankrupt is an old friend of mine, and I should like to 
oblige him. There is a document I require from you concerning 

him .” 

When he had stated it the Abbe was bewildered. “You become 

more mysterious than ever. Do you wish to assist Stair, or don’t 
you? Devil take me if I understand you.” 

“You will eventually. Meanwhile oblige me as I ask. You see 
that it can do no harm. France has no interest in this man.” 

Because this, at least, was clear, the Abbe made no further 
difficulty. But he remained profoundly puzzled and even vaguely 
alarmed when Mr. Law had left him. 


CHAPTER XVII 

CELLAMARE’S SATCHEL 

Don Pablo’s journey was proving by no means a happy one. 

As much the aristocratic young abb£ as his companion, who 
was the son of the last Spanish ambassador to the Court of St. 
James’s, treated the banker with even less courtesy than they would 
have shown him had he, indeed, been the lackey he pretended to 
be. Thus the pretence became more than a reality. He rode outside 
the coach, beside the driver, as tight-wrapped as he could contrive 
against the cutting December winds, cursing the supercilious young 
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room. 


size 


comfort 


Spanish 


n • • ' r , TT aiUC »y- inis, at least until 

Powers was reached. Here, as the coach was 1 urn Wing ™ r ?he 
bndge that crossed the Clain, he became aware that a sm^l"™ 

was coming bnsklv ud behind thm t„ + u- ... troop 


cumstances 


rdinary circumstances 


conscience. nis «nquiet 

r K ' le ,l! lng ° n th< ; ■ box - seat of the <*>ach, he peered back over it, 
roof at the approaching troop: a half-dozen, red-coated mnd ♦ 

■"* ” h * 'i-KSSSS 

Spurring forward, they swarmed about the coach as it came 
to the open ground beyond the bridge, and a command to haTt^n 

certainly. umi1 ^ lears ln to gnm 

The vehicle rocked to a standstill and the chnm c j 

L'^ina it'to be’an e C rr d ‘° d d Cmand * ^ aS ° n for th! * i«erfemn«! 
assuming it to be an error, and announc ng himself as the a uJj 

iz L p ra ,i - h » »* » ?,“ < " 

reallv the raL been ” ore c ou«eous. If that were 

Pablo Alvarez and their ; n f * • ab ^ condl ng bankrupt named 

travelled in Sis coach ,nf0rmatl0n ,ed *o believe that he 

his whs to Se etmtfH ind ! sn \ lion > and his nervousness lost 

~ trr e 

3.S their papers showed. ^ 

of the coach! Bey on d" U 1 e I’i 01 ^ ° ne °f !" S troo P ers °P cne d the door 
town their number, S ° f horsemen idlers of the 

T , . “ umb ors increasing, stood agape. 

ioned youne m P an 0 ofn d PaPCrS ‘ He W3S a short > da ^ complex- 

lanky by contrast, r em3!iknT an^'' 3mp ? nion > lean acd 

w £ ?s~ STaT^Cded. 

to .he civilian ride,:, 4o had 



he was at the other’s shoulder. “Take a look at them, monsieur. 
JJo you recognize either as your man?” 

C * v ^' an l ean ed from the saddle to inspect each in turn. 

™ announced - “ Y °u may allow them to proceed, lieutenant.” 

Thank you,” said Porto-Carrero, and held out his hand for 
tlie papers. 

“There is a servant mentioned here,” said the lieutenant 

“Naturally.” His reverence was supercilious. “I should not 

travel without one.” A careless hand indicated him. “He is there 
on the box.” * 

“Permit me to take a closer look at him. Oblige me by climbing 
down, my good fellow. ” 

Alvarez came to ground quaking to hear the civilian, speaking 

incredibly with the voice of Mr. Law. “It is your man, lieutenant. 
This is Pablo Alvarez.” 

Voila! The officer laughed. “The ruse had almost succeeded, 
Monsieur 1’AbbA” With sarcasm he added: “I suppose he, too, 
will be a member of the embassy.” 

Porto-Carrero became violent. “I know nothing of him. I hired 
him in Paris a week aero.” 

o 

To be sure. To be sure. Get back to the box, my man. You’ll 
all come along with us.” 

He slammed the door of the coach upon the still voluble and 
excited Abbe, and gave brisk orders. They went forward, and made 
for the Auberge Poitevin, Don Pablo accounting himself lost and 
understanding nothing of his monstrous betrayal by Mr. Law. 

In the inn-yard, under the staring eyes oflandlord and chamber- 
lain, ostler and drawers, with maid-servants hanging out of window's 
and idlers forming a background, the travellers were invited to 
alight and to consider themselves under arrest. 

Porto-Carrero, now grown abusive, w'as threatening France 
with all but a Spanish war to avenge this outrage, whilst the tall 
civilian quietly ordered the luggage from the boot to be brought 
indoors where it might be examined. 

“It will cost you dear, I warn you,” screamed the Abb6, beside 
himself. “Our passports prove us of the embassy, and our persons 
and baggage are sacred.” 

But Mr. Law’s exasperating calm w f as not disturbed. “The only one 
of you known to us is a defaulting bankrupt escaping to Spain. 
You’ll not find it odd that we must discredit your assertions not¬ 
withstanding your passports. Passports may be counterfeited. You 
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will be so good as to let me have that satrh#*! A/f~ • , 

He hdd out hi, hand foe the leader caL whi^Por'to C arr 5' 
arm was hugging to his side. ^orto-Garrero s 

The ghastliness of the Abbe’s farv* an A tU~ r 
comers of his mouth as witnesses to his panic must “ha ^ ^ **'! 

»“J* assumptions were jusS ‘ Th s “ " 0 “ 

embassy despatches. It bears the an™ nt* q . ; ’ ir ? contains 
the embassy’s seals. Look for yourself, sir.” PamS embass y and 

satchel. “‘Tlm^^^imore 1 ^^^' 1 ° f Ae 

carried between these covers.”' > bani ' notes a “illion could be 

hauchtv'^v" PUt 0fr i h ‘ S lanSLlor to intervene. He was very 
naughty. \ on are surely out of vour sen^ 5 C ,V r Cry 

has imposed himself upon us so as to travel wh us vK* * 
reason for this violent T s.,. . • V , lh US} ^ lves y° u no 

these despatches at your peril. Vour grave WUh 

to Paris with you, and the Prince of l! P J *» Ve wlU return 

That surely will Satisfy you You cannot be" a '‘ anS " CT f ° r U3 ‘ 

know that if you refuse nnH 1 . 1 i S ° 1 S norant as not to 
will be very serious for you.” ^ ^ ^ S the consc< l ue nces 

civilian. thlS ° rat ° r> ’ however > seemed wasted upon that obtuse 

behind''wtaher vou retlTmmP ambassador °n your 

"hat I find in this satchel.” " S Mth US WiU de P end U P°“ 

men and their prcicnded'^e tPe t \ V '° Stlil P rotcst *ng young 

Law, with ^ Mr 

oroke both seals anrl l^ni- a . ^ b.pain which they bore, 

satchel on the table at which ' hC COntents of the embassy 

made, and' if his^cductions were wrotulaiid'fhes'e 0 '' ^ ^ ^ 

"arned him. COn ' t<: P lenccs ' TOuId be as grave as Dubois had 
in his U10,lg ’ and * he a PPalbng etidence 

protested. They s1ood l1.V ,!. i ° n •'l mulber, T no longer 

detected thieves. ’ lnl ’ s,u <-kcn and silent as a couple of 
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At last he looked up, as stem of eye as of tone. “Lieutenant, you 
will remove these three men, and lock them up for the niitht in 

separate rooms,so that they remain, as they would say, incommunicado. 
111 take order about them in the morning/* 

There was a word of command, and realizing that further pro¬ 
tests would now be unavailing, the Abbe and his companion went 
out, hang-dog, between their guards. 

Alone, Mr. Law gave closer attention to the material spread 
before him. 

Fu-st there was a note from the Prince of Cellamare to Cardinal 
Alberom, detailing the enclosures which His Eminence was reouested 
to bring to the notice of King Philip. It began with the sentence 
**/ have waited until the vines were ripe before attempting the vintage , and 
ripe I think Tour Eminence will now account them.” It went on to outline 
the plan of campaign to be conducted by King Philip’s uncle, the 
Duke of Maine. The Regent would be abducted by sure men, an 
easy matter, considering his careless, unguarded habits. Of what 
should be done with him when abducted there was no mention. It 
was a detail to be left, no doubt, to the discretion of the King of 
Spain. Immediately thereafter His Majesty should enter France, 
and he would be assisted by the regiment of the Duke of Richelieu, 
which was in garrison at Bayonne. They could count upon the 
support of the Parliament of Paris and of the nobility of Brittany, 
the hereditary foes of England, a kingdom which it was the Regent’s 
evil policy to ally with France. King Philip would then be pro¬ 
claimed Regent, to which ofiice, as the grandson of Louis XIV, he 
had the paramount right, and he would be represented by the Duke 
of Maine, who as King Philip’s Lieutenant w'ould discharge the 
functions of the regency. 

If this had been all, it w r ould have been enough. But there was 
much more. Incredibly there was the draft of a letter which King 
Philip was invited to address to the infant Louis XV, in the following 
terms: 

"My Brother and Nephew—Never since Providence placed me on the 
throne of Spain have I lost sight of the obligations of my birth. Louis XIV 
of eternal memory is always before my mind. 1 seem always to hear that gnat 
prince saying to me at the moment of our separation , ‘ The Pyrenees exist no 
longer. ’ 

“Tour Majesty is the only descendant of my elder brother. My dear 
Spaniards, who love me tenderly and are assured of the love I have for them, 
are not jealous of the sentiments I evince for you. 1 fatter myself that my 
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pmontl interests are still dear to a nation at whose breast / was nourished 
How, then, can your faithful subjects regard the treaty that is being signed 
against me, or, rather against yourself? Ever since your exhaustedfinices 

Tht?nl7 q ]U •' , bea Tk S J. he . cu Z‘ nt expenses °f peace > U has been sought 

ally Tour Majesty with England, my most mortal enemy, so as to male 

7le Tm7 Cmditi0nS 1 ShaU ^ Sub5Cribe - 

^ .^ r ,- LaW f ' VaS not im P" >sscd b y ‘he epistolary manner which the 
poetasters of Sceaux sought to impose upon His Majesty of Spain 

tiaI hi 3 f ’ m the Same hand as tha ‘ letter, of the influen- 
'o'lnt ln^additln .sev, ^ ^ ^ confidentially 

s. horn the Duke of Aumont, the Duke of Polignac the Duke rft 
lt ieicu, t e farqms of Pompadour, and the Count of Horn had 

to the King of Spain. ottering loyally and service 

Here, thought Mr. Law, was abundant matter to check thr* 

StwenZ^" th fi CO r P1 ; adCS of Sceaux > “latter that 

would be that of his own biUercst^enem^t bI ° Ck ’t am ° nS "' h!ch 
;™ Uld -f e him safe from .l^Z^ 

Lr 1CSS ° f nnibassadorial seals which Dubois had so deeply 

'Veil content, he locked all awav nnd r n 

towards midnicdit with a rh.nL- ^ \ • called . for su pper. Later, 

IWaUo had’been bes^Lrntt ^av h^ ^ ^ 

send for you again when I have done.” P C *' 1 U1 " 

two candhstuikh 1 " fu™’ ^ in ' The lighted by 

uj rl ™n" “ T > b| m tore hi. 

flung an anm-v oath V °"' ReC0 S nizIn S h>s ‘all visitor, he 
4?v alh at hlm ’ and started up. 

<«a j ai y iuse yourself with me, por Dios!” 

! «sin with hereis Sl ' aI1 ? mUSe y ° U also '” sa!d Law. “To 
in which to wmo v on r fr°r y ° U ’ and hcre a cIoak with a hood, 

‘•on f rce tn ^ ^ ^ ' e removed the sentrv, so as to leave 

not likely to mZ't anvone r' ^h S ? ^ baCk * tairea * V 01 ' 

‘n one, for the household is abed. It will not 
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11JUl “ cl very muen u you are seen; but it will save me trouble if you 

are not. The post-house is in the next street. Knock up the Dost 

master, get yourself a horse, and ride for Spain as if the devil were 

alter you. If you deal generously with the postmaster he’ll not 

trouble you with questions. And I’ve brought you another thousand 
louis m good notes of the Royal Bank. 

“Don’t stay to thank me, for it is I who am obliged to you. 
Your default and bankruptcy have done me a great service. 

. ^ I hoped to amuse you, but you had better wait to lau^h 
until you are over the frontier. Good night, a good journey and 
better fortune, my dear Pablo. Go with God.” * 


"Oh, my friend!” Don Pablo stood shaking before him. “And I 
thought, God forgive me, that you had betrayed me. Oh, my friend, 

my friend!” He choked on the words, and suddenly burst into 
tears. 


“Qjtf verguenza!” Mr. Law reproved him. “Oh, shameful! Is this 
how you laugh? Steady, man! It s not a time for blubbering, or for 
lingering. Gome, my friend. Blow your nose, and be off.” 

Don Pablo seized Mr. Law’s hand, wrung it, kissed it, and 
drenched it in tears. “God reward you! Mv saviour!” 

Mr. Law took him by the shoulders, and thrust him towards the 
door. “The tale will be that you escaped in the dead of night by the 

window. And so fare you well, my Pablo, until your next bank¬ 
ruptcy.” 


CHAPTER XVIII 

THE LETTER 

Three days later, Mr. Law was back in Paris with his two captives, 
seeking the Abbe Dubois at the Palais Royal. 

It was two o’clock on a cold, winter morning when he arrived 
there, and the Abbe was already abed. Mr. Law, however, insisted 
upon his being awakened, and whilst rearing his night-capped head, 
and hissing and growling like an angry cat, yet Dubois consented 
to receive this untimely visitor. 

“Devil take you, Baron, couldn’t your business wait until 
morning?” 
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“You shall be the judge of that,” was the cool reply by a man in 

whom the Abbe discerned a certain jauntiness oddly at variance 
with his habitual impassivity. 

Mr. Law set down his large sable muff, and from under his 

fur-lined pelisse produced a black leather satchel bearing a coat 
of arms in gold and two broken seals. 

At the sight of this Dubois face lengthened and his eyes dilated 
In his excitement lie tore off his night-cap. “My God, what have you 

done, he croaked. “Have you dared, after all, and despite my 
warnings? r 7 


Here, sa.d Mr Law, “is the answer.” He poured the contents 
ofthc satchel on to the bed. “But for me all would have gone snugly 
to Madrid under the embassy seals. Instead, there you have the lot.” 

t was not quite true, for Mr. Law had abstracted, for ends of 
his own, the Count of Horn’s incriminating letter. 

In a ™ let y that left no breath for further questions, the AbM 
p metd with trembling hands upon the papers. As he read the 
rs o t lem he sucked in his hollow cheeks into which the colour 
came s owly creeping. When he had read the last he looked nn 

luckv ” he eyeS - T»r glitterin§ - He S ril >ned- “ Pardieu! You’ve been 

- W a broken 


lam always charged with luck when I nrcviil 1 ,-.i i ,• 

Bah, mv dear Abbe I never ^,,,1,1^ P “/calculation. 

for once in mv lif* T mcrofi ° ^ citaintv, because 

Monsieur de Port-C™ I , r"' Y ° U 5CC ’ 1 did not after 
overtook him at Poitiers travel!? j* a “ abscondln ” haiiknipt. I 
Of course I arrested him as n ° a , ' K servant °1" a Spanish abbe. 
another gentleman And tf “ “ S conl P a aion, the Abbe, and 

solely in die ^ 0 ^ in^e 7T I™?" W 

no. be restraiu^^^^;- ! d «-‘e d ( c.antitials, I could 
“So that’s 2 m,e :i e ,'. Vhat 1 Pnovideutially discovered.” 


.1 , . ' ~ WXUXI X T^rovi 

^ bo that s the tale, is it?” 

L ; n es s your reverence can think of 


“Not I fiifMrV U11I1X 01 a better.” 

.. . ’ m. It will serve. It will serw* nriiv-.’ 1 1 un 

your prisoners?” 11 seuc admuably. Where are 

cellar of ?he C H6td C P n ' pa,don are 

2; Th y escaped As ior ,hc bankru p<’ 

TC/ 1 - a ‘ "° Uld be dlc Spaniard for whom you had me supply 


tl 
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yo^ers”° W VeXati ° US *"* he Should have s,i PP cd through 

W;Z e f X t- i0m ’,il C0UrSe '^ Ut he ’ s no matter - He served his purpose 

Without him all this would never have been discovered. So that we 

are in his debt. AU we need remember is that he has proved the 
agent of Providence. " a tne 


x, UUU i 5 mrust a Deny leg Irom the bed, swathed himself in a 

d-gown, and gathered up the papers. “Gome to His Highness 
Monsieur Providence,” he said. S neSS * 

credit Ahhi 4 ^ Sh °° k h! - u ead ‘ “ N °‘ L You ma V have all the 
credit, Abbe. I have no wish to appear in the role of policeman 

and there s no need to mention my name. You will allude to me 

l*Ah^. aS J° Ur agent> , whic h is w hat in effect I was. Monsieur 
i Abbe! He made a leg, and went out. 

An hour later, the Regent, rolling from supper, unbuttoned, 

and with a deep flush on his face, discovered Dubois in his ante¬ 
room, shivering in a bed-gown, by the fire. 

<<T Abk6 was annoyed by the mirth his appearance provoked 
I am not here to amuse Your Highness” P 

“It is on such occasions that you best achieve it.” His Highness 
hiccoughed. And why the devil are you here? 5> 

Dubois flourished the satchel. “To bring you a packet of 
treason.” 


“At three o’clock in the morning? That’s treason in itself. For 
shame! There will never be a cardinal’s hat for you by these crude 
methods. Never. Go to bed.” 

“Will Your Highness be pleased to realize that I should not be 
here at this hour if the matter were not of fearful urgency?” 

But the Regent, who seldom knew how to be grave, certainly 
carried too much wine for gravity now. “What is of fearfuller 

urgency, is that I should get to bed. To the devil with you and your 
treasons. Monsieur l’Abbe. Good night.” 

Laughing and bawling for his valet, the Duke staggered into 

his bedchamber, leaving the Abb£ scandalized and fuming at 

having deprived himself of sleep merely to witness this levity. 

His revenge came, however, on the following morning, when 

closeted with the Regent in the room known as the Winter Cabinet, 

at the end of the Little Gallery, he spread before him the ambassa¬ 
dorial papers. 

His Highness, freshly shaved, perfumed and powdered, brisk 
and debonair, had turned from the fire by which he was standing 
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to greet the Abb6 flippantly. Had his reverence, he ashed, really 

u* dlscourteous as to try to keep him from his bed last night 
°. r a emerel y dreamed it. But his manner changed when he had 
glanced through Cellamare’s letter. By the time the other exhibits 
had been examined he was more serious than Dubois had ever 

face" 11 him ’ a thundercloud darkened fleshy, fresh-complexioned 

to Hh,tZ* n *K S . ? ClIa “ are , whose discovery was so signally 
o enhance Dubois credit, both at home and abroad, is in the 

listory books. King Philip’s ambassador, coming suavely to request 

the return of Ins satchel, was placed under arrest that same day 

^papers were seized and closely examined by Dubois, as Secreta^ 

of State for foreign Affairs, and Le Blanc, the Secretary of State for 

\ur, after which the Prince was escorted under guard to the 

frontier. On the following morning a detachment of musketeers 

and rlrd'de.d 0 rT"* l ° ar f st , the Duke and Duchess of Maine, 

who Stood Oh? C UU ? Was broken b y die tempestuous Duchess, 
ho s ood on her toes to increase her child-like height, and screamed 

that she was a grand-daughter of the great Conde, in the vain hone 

intimidating the oiheer who demanded her surrender. P 

me.” ° U nUy arTCSt me ’” 5,16 declared > "but you will never subdue 
She was packed off like Eve, as one chronicler has it expelled 

from her terrestrial PTrifl.'css. iv i cia it, expeuea 

Rt,m " i,h 


i 


quagmire 


Ltilu uus ireasonable 

-ockcd up in the fortress of Donkers in Picardy. 

As for the others, (hose betrayed by Cellannre’Q i; c , „ a i 
yet more signally betrayed by the r own letters tbTW o i ? C 

in -he bastille to await the K^s^urT^ ^ '° dSCd 

King Pltilipremlned’™ Mr. '° 

very late n irrfo« r n * possession. Equipped with it 

unleash the hounds' ?n 1 !s’' U|> ' :m tbal bad f cen the Regent 

in a sedan-chair borne by namin' phi, r‘ h ‘ msclf c °nveyed 
lantern-bearer to the house in the Rue^Vw' J by 3 

tenanted by the Countess of Horn Perl, ms in A &eMlcull r that wa s 

1 3 In an exccss of prudence 



Monsieur du Jasmin 


he announced himself to the porter as Monsieur d.. Tw 

w!" 810 reCeiVed by thC C ° Untcss des P ite la ten J of £ 

instan S t h Afte n r^!r d ; dW n °‘ her for more than an 

instant. Alter all, it was an easy guess that " 

must stand for “Jessamy John.” Less easy was „ t0 euess whv K . 
should come seekmg her. She was already abed, and 5 there wL^ 

receive* him!' 61 " 01 " "" heSi ‘ ati ° n ^ She «LTnd 

He was conducted by a footman, not to the salon, but to her 
boudoir, a graciously intimate room as seen in the subdued candle- 
gin. I ts rococo panels framed a brocade of a faded rose-colour and 
was furnished with a deal of chinoiserie, of lacquered cabinets and 
choice porcelains. There was a clavichord in satinwood and a tall 
arp beside it. An Indian carpet covered most of the floor. 

neck to r, C T ‘f f P e j? n0 * r white silk that clothed her from 

piled high, was without cap or powder. There was surprise and 

something akin to alarm in the dark eyes that intently considered 
him as he made his bow. He was urbanely formal. 

*‘ Yo Vj^ gracious to receive me, madame. I trust that my errand 
will justify the intrusion and excuse the hour of it. Had I not been 

detained this evening by the Regent I would have come much 
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earlier.” 

Her questioning eyes continued to regard him in silence, waiting. 

W ^ his pelisse and let it hang open, disclosing the 

richness of his dress, of stone-coloured velvet with narrow gold 
lace. 6 

She spoke at last, formal in her turn. “Put off your cloak. Come 
nearer to the fire. The night is cold.” 

He drew a paper from his muff, then left it with his pelisse and 
tricorne on a chair, and went forward as he was bidden, but ignored 

the hand that waved him to a kidney-shaped settee. “I have come 
to discharge a debt,” he announced. 

She smiled. “lam aware of none.” 

“I should be insensible, indeed, if I were not. Pray look at this.” 
Frowning, she took the paper, and the frown deepened as she 
read that letter in her husband’s hand to the King of Spain. She 
raised bewildered eyes. “I do not understand.” 

Very briefly he told her of the plot which history knows as the 
Cellamare Conspiracy. “There are several such letters at this 
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P !f SeSs!0n> for wh!ch those penmen 

will be fortunate if they do not pay with their heads. That can 

happen only if Hu Highness should display a clemency rare in 
princes when dealing with such plots against them. Meanwhile 
the writers of those letters, saving only de Nesle and Pompadour’ 

reached *e «« * 

found "words' “Yn br ° ke ^ Wa * a raoincnt before she again 
understand why you should do this for the Count of Horn I can 

hardly suppose that von I n\ r f* liim ,f * 


“But I must suppose that you do.” 
“Is that your reason?” 


* — — ^ 

“It should suffice. But I have said that I discharge a debt Yon 

1 »• > *» las» 

» pS” ST "" m “ i: h " “r””“ » » 

When you warned me of what the P.uli .m^.., ■ . , , „ 

“Oh, that!-’ She seemed to breathe more r ? “ tende d-” . 
she had supposed him to allude to something ebe" ^ ‘ “ ' f 

we are q °!^„ CXa - er;lte - Return that letter to your husband. Thus 
“To your great relief, no doubt.” 

d,'^r" y - 1 . haVe aIWayS ’ 1 hope > been scrupulous to nav mv 

d.ots. He paused a moment, and then added ■ “There i„ „ P V J 

to prolong this intrusion. If possible it will be best if vo ^ 50 '* 

Pil your husband how you have recovered the letter for 

W1.1 sulTer me to take my leave, madame.” * lou 

Hemmed and was already turning aside to recover i. it 

r s!lc dl, ' f , ked him. “A moment, John. This letter Tf-fl m 

promised?” } aUstracted 11 • • • would you not be corn¬ 

'd! it were discovered. But fliers r r , 
do not tdl the Count that you h -d it f car of tIlat so long as you 
concern.” >OU hud U from and no need for 


‘•But there is. There must be 

ft ft i ^ * 


pea.on?” She was suddenly iesoli^ -r “ n” 04 ‘, rcason to conceal 

“No. do it? You have no^nfcnood d “ *T e y ° U do **•” 

) our husband?” d tlwt n °thmg less will sav 
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m and. You used to be a judge of men, John. Can you s upnme 
that I would have you put perhaps your very life in peril for such ' 


reminded 


discomfort 


vaguely mystified 


"iS no h tf ir ; h he r COaCh f° W the Palais RoyaL He ans weredTamely 

1 « a T f ° r 3 e C ° Unt of Horn that 1 d ° this. It is for you.** ^ 
+ J yes * For “ e - ° nce before you put your life in danger for 

suffice It riT rom the vile designs of a worthless man. Let that 

letter/’ ^ ^ ° f ^ G ° Unt ° f Horn * Take back this 


‘‘Madame, I beg you to reflect. . ..” 

•r 1 ^ no reflec tion. Oh, I see. I shock you by my lack of 

life 6 Tit ^ i my i SheCr disl ° yalt y- There are °ther loyalties in 
We. There is loyalty to one’s own self, to one’s own heart and soul 

subdued 1 ’^’ loyalties must be earncd before these can be 

His face had darkened. “I hear you with regret,” he said. “Oh, 
and with reluctance. ...” 

Reluctance to have me unveil my life to you. I understand.” 

(( | °’ n P* ^t is just that I hoped you had found happiness.” 


might 


mirthless 


J9 


reminded 


, . - 11* u 7 ~ W ^ 4V *3 Wiiu a LlIimULU 111111 111 oUlUC* 

thing he had said once to his brother in much the same words. “I 

caught a fleeting glimpse of it once; a mirage, a will-o’-the-wisp 
that flashed and vanished.” 

Because he thought that he understood the allusion his dis¬ 
comfort deepened. 

Oh, to be sure I have not been lucky in my husbands,” she 

went on, for which I have only my sorry wits to blame. I am paid 

as a fool should be. Once, John, you thought well of me.” 

Emotion caught him and betrayed him out of his aloofness. 

Once I loved you, he amended, and saw the colour flood into her 
pallid face. 

How deceived you must have been in me. For I am just a 
poor creature to be so easily deceived by outward glitter.” She sank 
to the chair, by which she had been standing, and leaning forward, 
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to ht^TrdT her kneCS> She Cominued refl «**vely, a quiet bitternea 

r , “^ ed Wilson should have sufficed to cure me. Yet when the 
Omnt of Horn wooed me I was so foolish as to hope that whh him 
I might yet repair the wreckage of my life. My brother Stephen 

warned me but I preferred to trust my silly intuitions. 

Only when I was fast in wedlock did I come to know the Count 

Ste °T form " t^" ^ What >’ 0U he is: a pToflU 

behoved me to be a wealthy woman. He was not wron^ for l am 
is^bevn^ H^ Wea J t * 1 - ’ an A >’ ct he was wrong because *mv wealth 

is beyond his reach, protected from V.;™ k,, _ „.__m 

have a son. 7 ’ 


ITie announcement was as a sword through his flesh She saw 
lumwince and lose some colour. “Does that hurt?”she askedwith a 
sudden plamtive tenderness, as if sorry for the wound she dealt 

iou did not know? bllc aeal t* 

Theminh k! answered, and asked: “King William’s son?” 

. • . !:, n ^ her eyes showed him that he had stabbed her in 

. j , /IT' , . 1C ghost ofa smiIe buttered on her lips. “Did you suppose 

than a life interest.” P 1 enjo ^ m tIle m no more 

He was master of himself again. “In that at lea^ t k„ t 

congratulate you.” 8 at &t leaStj 1 ien > 1 ma Y 

And commiserate me in all the rest. Now that TV« i ‘a 
much bare to vnn T?nt ti, A „ t i tnat 1 \c laid so 

understand whv I vail nr,«- k * . ,°' v * I wanted yxm to 

'•'»« I shall treasure, lolm - e haos th. ^ ^ & ,h ° U ? ht 

- Pa> d dtbt - Confes 'hat this was not altogether 


true 


^ Clbc , i ; Iruc.'pcrhaps^’^hc gem^-ag^ced/ 16 ^ ^ “ Not al ‘°* 
bc dear U ,o h mceShc ?T ?° n l ° 

•—" cre -cd 


irony in any woman’s life. To have been the wife of two men and 

the mistress of a third, and yet in all my life to have loved but one 
man, to whom I have been neither.” 

Between longing and indignation he was sorely shaken “I 

hear you say it, and yet how to believe it? When once it was in your 
hands to choose, you chose otherwise. 55 

“It was never in my hands to choose. What help had P” she 
demanded almost fiercely. “What help when. ?” 

There, abruptly, she broke off. She turned from him to stare 
into the fire, so that he could no longer see her eyes. 

“When what?” he asked. 

seeme d to grope. Then in a low voice she 
added: When you had killed my husband.” 

“Was that why you did not follow me to Holland? Why you 
ignored my appeal, left even my letters unanswered? 55 

She took time to answer, as if she hesitated. “Was it not enough? 55 
she asked at last. “What would the world have said? 55 

The world! Need we have been concerned with the world? 

And what, after all, could it have said? That I had killed your 

husband because for his own foul profit he was complacently ready 

to piocure you to the King and all but made a jest of it in his 
cups.” 

Still she did not meet his glance. “That... that would have been 
accounted a pretext,” she faltered. 

For a moment he stared at her in silent amazement. “Am I 
really to believe that such a thought prevailed? Yours was an 
intrepid, self-reliant soul. You were all courage, Margaret. 55 

Perhaps it needed courage to let you go. 55 As abruptly as she 
had turned aside, she swung to face him again. “Oh, do not let us 
pursue it. It wounds too deeply. You must take back this letter, 
John, for I will not have you place yourself in danger. 55 

“There is no danger. 55 

“Do you think to deceive me? You may be a great man in 
France to-day, the close friend of the Regent, courted by the 
noblesse, dispenser of millions, invested with almost kingly power, 
but all that would not suffice to shield you from the consequences 
of treason. 55 

He shrugged. “Let me take the risk of it. I am used to risks. I 
have lived by them, and prospered. Besides—reflect!—what can I 
do now? You’ll see that I have burnt my boats. Can I go to the 
Regent and say ‘here is a letter which I purloined from the packet 5 ? 
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That would be ruin 
many more I had p 
could only be to destroy it. 

<t T “ ' 


>> 


C< 


And dismiss 
Count of Hoi 


acknowledged 


smile 


a 


uiui, anu mat, ne added 

oi course you dare not.” 

“Had I not better burn it, then?” 

so Zr H " h ’u Ut h WOU ‘ d ** wisCT first to show it to the Count, 
hand*” h ™ ay haVC Pr °° f Ulat *' h “ n0t rcached ‘he Regent's 

She stood for a moment still hesitating; then she loosed the neck 
of her peignoir, folded the paper and slipped it into her bosom 

„ aZ o' ° ’ lnte f l upon , her graceful movements, were hungry 

and his face was drawn as if with pain. 

&* ancc a g^in she gave him a wistful smile 

sidcred. lt is'svolth'y ofyou.’’ 0 ^"' “ ma 8 na “ s . a >l ‘hings con- 
of Horn"”" 111 ^ masnanimous if “ ' ra e done to serve the Count 

of knowing? ^ tKad 'i “ l '™ uIcl not deny myself tlie consolation 

oi Knowing that it was done for me.” 

Nor I the satisfaction of having done it. And now if you will 
give me leave-It is very late.” • . . d you will 

v i if ; , ne a g aj n. And I dare not ask it unless 

u Aonld ever need nte_ Nor is that likely. But if ever it’should 

c madc a P a hetic little gesture of arms and body that 

oThiZ I r P ‘n 1VC ’ r abruptly held out her hand. “There is 

nothing I would not do for you, John.” 

He was bearing her hand to his lins when ,v , . . 

snatched away. Startled, he straightened hi JeT to find he ' 7 

at him through tears. nimseu to hnd her gazing 


poor, lonely woman to wh'om ym'i °‘ , COmfbrt on a 

to cherish, a heartbeat about which to weave h^r da'v dreT Z? 

you?” a °" s ,hc a,J >' ss between us. Could 


“Margaret!” 
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. He st f amed her against him so that every line of her became 

impressed upon him. He bent his head and kissed her on quivering 
lips^that were very readily surrendered. ® 

“ II wi ! 1 r flftcen y ears ne « month since you so held me,” she 
murmured. We were almost children then. Do you remember?” 

Do I remember!” He kissed her again before she gently put 


“Now go,” she said. 

• T ^ s i °^ e ^ ence was instant. “Good-bye, Margaret. God have 
m His keeping.” 



She watched him as he gathered up cloak and hat and muff and 
went quickly from the room, and it was for long thereafter that he 

was so to remember her, standing like a straight, white pillar, sad - 
eyed, where he had left her. 


CHAPTER XIX 

THE HONOUR OF THE COUNT OF HORN 

Paris had been agog that same evening with the news of yesterday’s 
arrest of the Prince of Cellamare and the hunt for the others in 
the conspiracy in which he had been engaged. When word of it 
reached the ears of Colonel de Mille, who was aware from Horn’s 
indiscretions of the Count’s part in those dangerous activities, he 
conceived it a friend s duty to get word of it to Horn so that betimes 
he might place himself in safety. Because uncertain of the Count’s 
whereabouts, not knowing whether he was still at Sceaux, he 
decided to seek the Countess in order to inform himself. Although 
it was very late when he reached this decision he made up his mind 
to go to her at once, even ifit should entail dragging her fromher bed. 

Coming down the Rue d’Argenteuil at about an hour after 
midnight, he beheld issuing from the Count’s house and silhouetted 
against the light of a lantern, a tall figure, which he supposed to be 
Horn’s. He lengthened his stride and raised his voice. 

“Hi! Monsieur le Comte! Hi!” 

But paying no heed, the tall figure stepped into a waiting sedan- 
chair. The chairmen took up their burden, and with the lantern- 
bearer marching ahead, the chair moved off. 

Still shouting and still unheeded, the Colonel reached the house. 
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The porter, to whom he was known, paused in the act of closing 
the door to inform him that the Count of Horn was not in Paris 
and that the gentleman who had just left was a Monsieur du Jasmin 

iv-E3Sitk£££' M “ A " ““i 

“p°*™ y .^° lo .j C j He was v isiting Madame la Comtesse.” 

rf JSS£p£ ' and checked on a furlher exclama,ion 

What next he did was in obedience to liis instincts for never 
eg.ccung to gather information that might conceivably be turned 
to account. He went off at speed on the trail of that sedan-chair 
gmded by the lantern that was swinging now in the distance It 

wl ta fH l M k, r " ho - in effect > ** M°“du 

jiisnun, wjio visitrn IVf^rlTm/» o f 


he sinner, 7% C !° Se<J | l0Cked lhe d °° r at last > for the night as 
he supposed. But within some ten minutes he was brought back to 

! j‘ u 'nocking. This time he was confronted by a man 

let doak fan’ “'W him aside stepped past L and 

ici tilc cloak tall open as soon as he was within. 

Monsieur le Comte!” ejaculated the porter in surprise “Win- 
only a moment ago Monsieur le Colonel de MiUe was here andV 

told him that you were not in Paris ” d 1 

^NOdTme P ia d Com, 1 ‘ e 1;- 1'“ r?”" WaS fev ^ breathless. 

“Mad“mt wMM • 6 f? SharpIy - “ She is at home?” 

Aladsjnc will have retired for the night, I think” 

the wide a !rr, d f° If enOUgh ’ for the Count " en ‘ Imping up 

Hi V m !f! rCaSC ’ two ste P s at a time. P ? P 

word hit MaZe Tco ^ ” the -Camber with 

ansevrr he took up a lighted candlcbranch from a sidc-tabT^d 

'Hie .. ....• • ' bedenamber unannounced. 


that moment. “Whv arc vou hnP Wl , , b welcome at 

b=vak hi on me in this ° y °“ ' Vhy do 

^ ou 11 h,i\ c to foreivc me lir ncnnri ci * 

prlc and that there w^ a v.ild’ness i, M s fir W tha ‘ hc was 

madrigals. If I've ventured to break it ! f S not a tuue for 

td to u l ak ‘he ban and come to Paris it 

1/1 


should not be necessary to tell you that the matter is serious It-, 
a case of life and death in fact.” nous * 113 


Cl 


U 


Whose 


Mordutuf Whose but mine? 


j - JlU Ult 

madame. So let that excuse my brusqueness.” 

^ Is it also the reason why you keep your hat on?” 


CC 


<c 


Jf® •i l0t my ^ at t ^ iat matters > madame, but my head.” 
Whilst • * - 


/ --O-- uawvu U. OUII. . . 

Oh, curse my hat!” He swept it off and cast it from him with 
an obedience that might have surprised her if she had not already 
guessed the source of his manifest panic and the reason for his 

P r?i? n AT • 1 am j h 1 unted man - 1 am entangled in that cursed plot 
o the Mames and that old fool Cellamare. You’ll have heard that 

it has been discovered. Cellamare and the Maines and some others 

ave already been arrested. The evidence is in the hands of the 

vegent, and amongst it there’s a letter I was mad enough to be 

persuaded to write to the King of Spain. Unless I can place myself 

at once beyond the reach of the Lieutenant-General I am a dead 
man. 


<< 


Then 


• i - -* ■ '**; “"'S' ;wu rv>mutvu uuu J. tilLbi 

It was a moment before he could control the rage that surged 

m him at this cool indifference to the deadly peril he disclosed. At 

last he found his voice to answer her. “I ... I had to come. I need 

your help. I am without money, and I must have money if I am 

to escape. For God’s sake don’t look at me like that, Margot. It’s 

not the moment. I know my faults. I know I’ve a cursed nature. 

But underneath it all I ve loved you, Margot, and if you’ll help me 

now, in this desperate pass, I swear to God you shall have no cause 

to complain of me hereafter. Our separation need be only temporary, 
and ...” 

i s what I fear,” she interrupted. An ineffable smile curled 
her lip. The past exists. The future does not. And I know you too 
well by now to suppose that once this danger is behind you. .. .” 

‘‘Don’t say it, Margot. Don’t say it!” 

“Indeed, there is no need. Instead I might ask you for a better 
reason than you have given why I should help you.” 

“My God!” he cried, his temper rising again. “Do you realize 
what you are saying? What sort of a woman are you? Can you lie 
there unmoved on your bed when mv verv life is threatened? After 
all, madame, I am your husband. 

V m m * * * * 


)) 


“You remember it, do you?” 
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I doy he roared, whipped to passion by this outrageous cold- 
tiess. ‘And I have a husband's rights. The right to command what 
I have been weakly content to beg from you » 

She smiled into that flushed, distorted face, those blazing eyes. 

I said mat I might ask you for a better reason than you have given. 

Not that I should ask it. Nor need you suppose that I am moved 

by the reason that you give me now, which is not so much a reason 

as a sort of threat. You shall have what you need. Not for your 
reasons, but for my own." 7 

Before that promise he judged it wise to smother his wrath. His 
tone became conciliatory. 

They will be sound reasons, I am sure, Margot. I know the 
goodness of your heart." 

She slipped from the bed to seek in the drawer of a little table a 

•mall bunch of keys. Whilst rummaging there, because standing 

between him and the candlebranch which he had set down her 

night-rail was rendered diaphanous by the light. At this vision of 

er, lus expression changed. The sensualist awoke in him, subduinp 

even his anxieties. He fetched a sigh. His voice was suddenly soft 
as a caress. 1 


How lovely you are, Alargot!" 

The words and the tone sent a shudder through her very soul 
She moved swiftly aside so that a tall secretaire became imerposed 
between them, screening her to the height of her breast. She bent 
o inseit the key, leaving visible no more than her russet head. 

e came nearer by a step. His voice continued subdued on a 
p e.i mg note. After all, my dear, why so much rancour 5 There 

.nay have been differences between us; but they are only a rufflin- 

. I af J’’ Underneath, God knows, we are made to understand 
each other. I could never tell you all that you inspire in me. I mav 

11..\ c commit ten lollies. 1 know I have. I admit it readily. But if you 

ptUentw'thm C, F ern n ^ for y ° U> > ou "' ould bc more 

[h r ft St , ,•, ° r 1 /r yOU so much - ">>' dear. In the moment 

‘‘ 1 , \ J ymi 1 kncw You for my woman." 

the ser, , ■ 'T' i ' dvanc , in S as )>c spoke, until now there was only 

w Zhtv K ?.' h ^ and a great ftar ° fhim SUch - ^ 

J \ n » a ^ car and a sense of nausea arose in her Sh<- 

ihat'shookherm tfe brC ‘' lSt ’ *° di5st ' m blc the horror 

Ml H.1K n< 1 at tlic tliomdu of h -incr cn „twl,. : l • 

mercy of this untimely amorous^ 7 ^ 

From a drawer of the secretaire she had taken a rouleau of gold 



pieces and a bundle of bank-notes. In a secret recess under that 
same drawer lay Horn’s letter to King Philip Alreadu h» « ** 

were upon the spring that governed it, with fntent to giJe hSh" 
etter and so deliver him from his worn fear, when shfchecfedon 

her needs” PerCeptl ° n ° f the P otent wea P°“ ^ possessed against 
She commanded herself, sternly to meet his glance and to keen 

her voice kvel “Here you should find a thousLd lout It S 

or \ hav , e J lnder m y hand. It should suffice you for the present ” 
P aced the money on top of the secretaire. “Take it, and please 

gu, r 

He stufled the rouleau into one pocket, the notes into another 
His eyes were intent upon her “I open my heart, then, in vain to 


you 


And 


should not choose to go? I have some right here, I believe.” 

She steeled herself to answer coldly. “That is possible. But your 
anger is certain.- This is the last place to which you should have 
come, certainly the last in which you should linger, for it is the first 
m which you will be sought since they have failed to find you at 


“At Sceaux?” 

“Were you not there? And have not all who were at Sceaux 
already been arrested? If they are hunting you, as you say, having 

tailed to find you there, this is the next place where they will look 
for you.” 

For a moment he appeared daunted. Then, recovering, with an 
abrupt gesture of disdain, “Ah, bah!” he cried. “At this hour? 
Even the Lieutenant-Criminel must sleep sometimes.” 

Do you deceive yourself with that?” She drew a bow at a 

venture. “The Baron de Nesle was of your party, was he not? He 

must have fled from Sceaux at the first rumour of discovery, and 

like you he made the mistake of coming to Paris. He was dragged 

from his bed by the Lieutenant’s archers at three o’clock yesterday 
morning.” 

His change of countenance announced that the shaft had gone 
home. “Thousand devils! Is that true?” 

It was not. But he had shown her that the falsehood might 
safely be maintained. “How else should I know that de Nesle was 
one of you? Ah! You begin to see that every moment is spent here 
at your peril. You’ll go at once unless you want to put the rope 
round your neck with your own hands.” 
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He Juddered at die image thin evoked. And then on 

kira^nn ik. 1..1. -f I*. „ * .. . _ W lUCn » 011 0X1 


inspiration, to the lash of fear 


<« 


^ rf Where »" -* - •«-1 W 

,,„'^ a ‘ m f de “ end ° f Ms desire to linger, indeed, of al 
& ta . be 8°“ e : She «« be right, he admitted 


So lose 


than 


And at last 


leaving 


had inspired. 

It had begun 
wrapped in his cloak he made his 


la that great artery, after a hSoT he" turned^ 

sTp! t™ d f °!l 0W o d ^ long Iength of k and 50 “P the faubounTto 

safe for the mght with his friend de Mille. h uld ^ 

Despite the hour he was not kept waiting at the Colonel ’« a 
It was opened to him almost at once by de Mille in Derson ni^rT* 

draught. ’ h hlS hand shelter ed from the 


expressed 


<< 


in, come in. A moment'sooner’ ^Wd^ Co “ 

am only just home. And it’s your affairs have It. , ° Ur ! me " ^ 

this foul night.” } have ke P t me abroad on 

“MyVffairI? e ” tlbUle ^ C ° Unt Sh °° k * he Snow from cloak and hat. 

“To be sure I’ve news for you. But come up.” 

Ie went ahead, holding his candle hi-V to iieht hi, 
rove in the dmgy room that brought memories tn H gUCSt ' 
'. 1S last fruslra tcd interview with Catherine Law ^ r i J 10 ™ of 

T- SS*;? braniy - 

to the chill oru. e S place, l for t therc S were oSy'cold^ f 6 aUuded 

'» ri * *" j u. '£n&?ss: 

“““t' •™bH. SS”!,? 1 .™’., bmol| y. 


xou 


car 


Horn V" r< ; 3 , cuckold - T hat’s the news." 


sort of jest I 
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Maine e shas iS bTown m up?^ nd ' YOU ’ U W that ** business of «■* 

“Of course I know it. I slipped away from Sceaux only i mt in 

time to avoid being caught there. But what has that to do with it“ 

1 11 tell you. I happened to go to the Rue d’Argenteuil to 4 

where I might find you, so as to warn you. It was long after mid- 

night when I got there, just as a man whom I supposed at first to 

be yourself was slinking out of the house. From the porter I learnt 

that he had been with Madame la Comtesse—a fellow calling 

himself du Jasmin. As your friend, in your interest, I desired to 

know who might be the gentleman with so odd a name. I went 

after his chair. And where do you suppose it led me? To the Hotel 

de Nevers! This man who was shut up with madame in the dead 

of night, and who gives a false name, is your dear friend Lass. I 
leave you to draw your own conclusions. 

Horn stood very still, his white face set and inscrutable. It was 
natural that his first thought should be for Catherine Law’s 
announcement that it was the Countess of florn who had betrayed 
In Law the Parliament s intentions. Whilst this he had believed, 
her further assertion that there was an intimacy between Law and 
the Countess he had, for ends of his own, merely affected to believe. 
If, when de Mille s tale was added to that, still more were needed 
to convince him, he conceived that he had it m the utter indifference 
to his danger which his wife had just manifested and in the con¬ 
temptuous manner of her response to his prayer for assistance. No 
wonder that the traitress, still throbbing from the embraces of her 
lover, should have used him with that insulting coldness. 

Upon this conviction passionate speech burst from him at last. 


yy 


“As God lives I’ll kill that scoundrel with my hands. He shall find 
that I am not the man to lie still under dishonour.” 

“That’s right. Think of your honour.” And the Count, moving 
savagely about the chamber, was too distraught to ask himself if 
he was mocked by this Colonel who knew so much about him. “A 
spry fellow your Scot, and a humorous. Whilst you’re at pains to 
seduce his wife, he pays you in advance and in kind. If anyone but 
you were in question I could almost admire his impudence.” 

“I don’t admire yours,” growled Horn. “Devil take your foul 
tongue.” He continued to pace the room in his simmer of rage. “I’ll 
kill the loathly dog. Kill him. But first I’ll have a word to say to 
Madame la Comtesse, which that slut shall remember for as long 
as she lives.” 
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Thus the outraged Count of Horn proposed. But after a raging 

den«leCached £ HSvaFT'S * “ U " hapPy coinci * 

tune as a detachment of military police that happened inopp“! 
tunely to be seeking him there. ^ ” 

Denied the satisfaction of even seeing his Countess and 

e ivenng himself of all that he had rehearsed, he was thrust into 
a coach and driven off to the Bastille. 

. . i he feared 1 the worst > and it was not until some days 

later that he learnt to his surprise that he was imprisoned, not as 

he had supposed for his share in the Cellamare conspiracy but 

simp y for ^P^re of ban. In the perquisitions made at Sceaux it 

was discovered that he had been present there, and it was onlv 

because he was within the fifty leagues to which he had been 

amshed that his arrest had been ordered, that he had been sought 

and found in the Rue d’Argcnteuil, and had been flun- into 

prison without any sort of trial. He was mystified but far" from 

relieved. Impatient to be revenged, he recalled that someone had 

said that vengeance is a dish best eaten cold, and he took what 
comfort he could from that. 1 dt 


CHAPTER XX 


the public debt 


Vast though they were beyond anything known in the realm of 
I nance the achievements hitherto of the Laird of Laurist™. , ? 

Horn m expansion he was to give them whilst the Count of 

ilom was languishing in gaol. oulu 01 

r™, i™ j, Tsz’rjsz 

tliat 'litre She had avowed her feelings for him he was X , 
\oAc '!o he C0UW nut hope to bS5 

render him an object of secret priT'to her" Su^a “ 

,hat he f ? r= & 
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More probably the source of his incredible activities is to be sought 
in a conjunction of these spurs, and it is as much beyond surmise 
as it is idle to determine the respective part of each. 

Following upon the immuring of her husband in the Bastille, 
an imprisonment for which she had every reason to be thankful as 
for a deliverance, the Countess of Horn left Paris, the house in the 
Rue d’Argenteuil was closed, and, as Mr. Law was to learn from 
Lady Stair, she had retired to a chateau acquired by her in Dor- 
dogne. He guessed that this withdrawal might be not merely out 
of respect for the proprieties imposed by her husband’s increased 
disgrace, but out of dictates of prudence as concerned Mr. Law 

himself. He bowed to it in a resignation blent with approval, and 
flung himself passionately into work. 

As a result, whilst the Count of Horn sat gnawed by vindictive¬ 
ness within four walls, whilst the Duke of Noailles and his following 
and the Parliament of Paris were rancorously watchful for oppor¬ 
tunity to destroy this foreign adventurer, whilst Catherine Law 
alternated between exalted gaieties and ill-natured suspicions of a 
husband from whom she derived her ever-mounting eminence in 
the beau monde , the splendid star of the Laird of Lauriston, ever 
more effulgent, climbed steadily towards its zenith. 

By now the monopoly of the trade with all French possessions 
in America, Asia and Africa was firmly within his grasp. He was 
adding to his fleet, by building and purchase, until soon now it 
should number some seventy ships. He was developing the com¬ 
merce in Canadian pelts, which was beginning to assume import¬ 
ance, and he was master of the monopolies of salt and tobacco. 

Leaving all this precariously balanced upon his system of credit 
at a time when the conditions of credit were only imperfectly 
understood, he gave his attention to obtaining additional pow r ers, 
with the ultimate aim of assuming the office of Comptroller-General 
of the Finances W'hich was held by d’Argenson. 

As a preliminary step, now that he had buttressed his position 
by the control of the mint, and in order to obtain the farming of the 
taxes, he intoxicated the Regent by a staggering proposal to take 
over the national debt, the colossal burden of which, still amounting 
to fifteen hundred millions and costing the Treasury an annual 
interest of eighty millions, he now judged his credit strong enough to 
bear. Only from a man who had already displayed Mr. Law’s 
financial wizardry could the Regent have taken such a proposal 
seriously. 
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When His Highness had recovered from his stupefaction, 
consented at least to hear the details of the scheme, and sum 
d Algernon to attend that exposition. 

a/ 4 xt__ * .« 

day of August 


Law juggled with figures, countered arguments 


dizzy, 


Prince 


Hu proposal when summarized was that on condition that he 

be granted the farming of the taxes and paid for the necessary loan 

an interest at the rate of three per centum, equal to only fifty 

mUhons yearly and therefore representing an annual saving to the 

Mate of thirty millions, he would issue notes for the necessary capital 

amount and with these the State creditors would be paid off in a 
given order. r 

| . n “'^ 0U ' d issue > he announced, as a commencement one hundred 
usand shares nominally of five hundred livres, and when the 

lien'll’ dl K US - ,lnS | 0Ut , a f ubious 1 ! P> wondered if he could count 

letr emg absorbed, Mr. Law revealed the lure by which he 

:3 S -J°1 the public \ 11 was a lltr e that amounted, indeed, 

o notiung less tlian a constraint. 

rreaY!r-,T n0P ° UStiC ilU ° which he had swe P l U P by now all die 
peat tiading concerns, grouping them under the aegis of the India 

^ bt a f . vh ' tual| y ** on >y other 


>vda taken over dv tiir 

lnve P ,m chote 1 rr " S T^'' ° f ‘ hC Public > the ”" lUrs ’ would 
continue to l P lhelr m0ney wilh « if ‘W were to 

simplidty ,JOy ai> annUal rCtUrn ‘ 11 was of an overwhelming 

the Regent in< aiK ^ tbc conv * cdon growing to enthusiasm, 

vegent was brought to consent, 

nucnJt!," f n th ' U , d ' Ar . gens .° n > no 'onger of a booming elo- 
measure Before’h' Sp utterln S ln indignation, still opposed the 

arm, and, as Comptroller-General of the Finances, of being left 

" uu n » finances to control. * ieit 

^ our Highness cannot fail to perceive that this is merelv 

;j: t'Tr ° f lhC India Company for ‘ he State l no moreUn efc 

shares m the company of Monsieur Lass. Nor can P Your HiJhnT* 
neglect the .merest of the shareholders in the tax-farra to who 

I ‘ ' b a dlvldcnd of tAvelvc per centum. Is it just that 
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,<mT "• •, » • arbUranl y reduced to three per centum?” 

Not arbitrarily, said the Regent. “You assume that they will 

sionTo do so ” SharCS ° f thC C0mpany ' They are under n <> compul- 


I thmk Monsieur Lass has made it clear that they will have no 
alternative. If this project is carried into effect, the India Company 
will become the on y subject of investment in France, andh b 
precisely upon this that Monsieur Lass is counting—that the enor¬ 
mous capital of a milliard and a half cast out of investment in the 
State can find no other refuge but in the shares of his Company. 

an our lginess imagine that these annuitants will rest content 
^arate of lnt ^est that must of necessity be enormously re- 


The Regent looked questioningly at Mr. Law, who had been 
hstening with a smile, and left him to answer the objection. 

. . r “ at J* a ? assumption for which there is no real warrant 
Marquis. The interest of three per centum which is to be paid by 

the btate to the Company for a loan will produce forty-eight millions 
annually. The tax-farms yield, as you should know, a profit of 
sixteen millions; the balance necessary to produce the eighty 
millions which the bond-holders have been receiving and will 
receive again, can well be spared from the profits of the Company ” 

“That,” said the Marquis, violently “is to build on sonfethL 
that does not yet exist.” 

Your pai don. Marquis. It exists and must exist increasingly as 
trade develops.” 6 1 

Must! Iperceive no such assurance.’* D’Argenson’s dark counten¬ 
ance was flushed with indignation. “What your all-embracing 
company may do is still in the realm of speculation. And I tell you 
frankly, sir, and you, monseigneur, if you will permit me, that to 
place this tremendous monopoly of trade in the hands of the State 
is an expei iinent fraught with appalling dangers. The stimulus of 
competition among merchants, which is the real mainspring of a 
nations wealth, is abolished; those experienced traders will be 
replaced by inexperienced officials of Monsieur Lass’s appointing. 
Disorganization must follow, and extravagance will become 
unbridled once the consequences of it are imposed upon the nation 

as will be all those losses which independent merchants must avoid 
or perish.” 

I seem to hear again,” said Mr. Law, “the late Chancellor 
d Aguesseau. It will be in your memory, Marquis, that when he 
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urged, those very arguments, yours was the only voice that opposed 
them. rsr 

“Not so,” d’Argenson contradicted him. “My support was for 

your banking system only. None envisaged such a monstrous all- 

encompassing grasp as this upon the nation’s economy. I declare 

it a madness to expose the country to the dangers inherent in so 

sudden a disturbance of the generally accepted financial practice 
and I can foresee only disaster.’* * 


arguments 


Their fallacy has been exposed by results, just as the fallacy of these 

will be exposed. And meanwhile the State’s obligation to find an 

annual interest of eighty millions is a burden lightened almost by 
half at a stroke. 7 

This last was the consideration that made an end of d’Argenson’s 
dialectics, but by no means of his fierce resentment. On the contrary 
it was immeasurably increased by the blow to his pocket as well as to 

eiem'nrnfi* “ e a , ntl .' S $ Ste . m % ' a l now irrevocably smashed and the 
him' P f he had denved from the tax-farms were lost to 

Remembering how he had supported Law’s banking proposals 
at a time when all opinion had been against him, d’Argenson looked 
malevolently upon the Scot as a snake that he had nourished in his 

'dT'RovaTdiat r ' aS 3 la ' VyC, ' ! he went from th = 

al.uo Ko>al that day as Mr. Law s bitterest enemy. 

Later, at the Hotel de Nevers, when Mr. Law announced this 

;T^\? h ‘ S „ b ™<her, far from arousing in him an exultation 
iomp.uab.e with his own, he was met bv dismay framed in arm 

lrankncss!" *° ° f d ’ Argenson and advanced with far greato 
1 he steady, prudent, younger Law was aghast at a project ofsurh 
•Ms sXme S which'l AU ' ; ‘ rC br °‘ hC ‘' Had bcCn C0 ’ ltem P'ating 

,: f hcm . e ’ '\ hlch he regarded as a terrifying gamble he had n„t 

r 1 ? 11 u R i^ nt S fundamental acuteness and had been 


nfident tha, His Highness ivould rejeci i^X;; now he eou!d 

saiccly believe that audacity and plausibility should so far h a !e 
t .crborne prudence and carried the day. 

lie sat glumly in his chair, listening to a ptean of victory that 

Mrl awbiT-'° S ’' 5 - br X I ’\ StCad ° f the failfare of trumpets whkh 

WdiiX ' Cd “ lat ll? de$CrVcd ’ 3 groaa all he P got from 
“It frightens me,” said he. 


jroi 
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I am replacing a credit that is old and morikmd‘by‘one tE 

new anH \n crnrAne » * " 


new and vigorous. 

, ! <How lon f "l 11 its vigour when supporting this terrific 

load—a couple of nulhards added to what we already carry - ' ‘ 
load that will crush us.” 3 

Mr. Law derided him. “Cassandra 4Xn>tf>11in«v a. 

Troy. 


s a 


1C 


But ^ 111 hope, not like Cassandra, unheeded by 


doomed.” 


the 


CC 


Will 


and I complete the conversion we shall have raised an establishment 


adminis 


will 


formidable financial power that was ever wielded.” 

That is what daunts me: this monopoly of powers such as 

are exercised only with difficulty even when normally distributed. 
Are you equal to it?” 


With 


Oh, as to that, my help is yours for the bidding; every ounce 
of it. But you’ll need a deal more. Lord! Whither will it all lead us 
in the end? I’d feel better if I saw aught in the. trend of things 
in Louisiana to encourage us. The Mississippi’s proving no 
Pactolus. Will it ever? Aye, smile, John. You account me fearful, 
I know. The fact is I haven’t your gambler’s nerves. 


U 


u 


Confess at least that I’ve not fumbled the dice so far.” 


do, John. I’ll say that you’ve the devil’s own skill in reckoning 
the chances. But—God’s sake,” he groaned, “could you not be 
content with what w r e have? Is there no end to your greed?” 

“Greed!” Mr. Law was provoked into laughter. “What greed 
do I display? I can plunge my hands into millions, yet what do I 
take for myself? What possessions have I acquired beyond that 
little property of Guermande down in Brie, to humour Catherine, 
so that between whiles she may play the chatelaine? The train that 
I keep in Paris may be princely, but it is no more than I could 
maintain on the fortune I brought with me into France. Greed, 
forsooth! I’ve told you before, Will, that with me the game is all. 
And,” he added, with a sudden grimness, “it is all I have. Why 
grudge it me?” 

“It’s not grudging it you I am. It’s fearing it may break you in the 
end.” 
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Law shrugged. “A soldier knows that he risks his life. That 
prevent 1 * 

u ——v-** v* ua imut Ui 

i«w*a k! L!_ 59 A * *1 i _ - _ 

" ‘He 


I ~ --M iSUll 

his nature bids him.” Airily 


t 


his 


put it to the touch to gain or lose it all*. 
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Maybe I’ll build better than did he. 

_ _ . t • i i _ 
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think 


you’re doing.” ’ 13 w " ac 1 a0UDl 

to flow'” SanJ " in turn t0 r0Ck 0nce the > ield frora overseas begin* 

“Ay, ay. But will it flow in time?” 

“Why shouldn’t it?” 


Will Sighed, and mopped his brow. His deliberate Scottish 
accents were gloomy. “I’m thinking ye’ll need to work a miracle, 
like Moses when he struck water from his rock.” 

I J*'n | th th r di , fferc , n 1 ce > that "'ililst he merely brought forth water 
I shall bring forth gold. Meanwhile there’s work to be done against 
the granting of the edict.” 81 

and 1 ^ dlC j k 3S „ pr ” nlulgated before the end of the month, 

ihc d exisr n"le d s by r P r lam r nt “ l smothered an S er - cancelled 
Comnanv°Tt 0 . of thc tax ‘ f ? r " ls and conveyed them to the India 
holdi r^n !he? r r ‘he reimbursement of capital to the share- 

t!* C \t\ TJ : lh T - CCUritieS Were t0 prcsent lhem -h-es at the 
which he’ was’ t < l ,uttance for the amount of his holding, 

discharged il “ nmedla . tel y to ‘ake to the India Company to be 
discharged there either in gold or bank-notes as he wished. 

currenev'b u" S ‘ “ prem , ,um ^stablisljed by now upon the paper 
10 specie and" l the°R * elU i, r< ; cboned t,,at ‘his would he preferred 

t i v r n .i’ r destroyed in a measure as they were paid in to 

ljiV tntJia Company Icr -1. ^ . 7 .. 1 J 


t*ii- pm chase of the shares of the new issue. 
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CHAPTER XXI 


THE GOAD 

A t about the time of the publication of that edict which was to 

hoist John Law to the very pinnacle of achievement, rendering him 

the economic master of France and wielder of an intoxicating power 

the Earl and Countess of Stair paid a visit to the Laird of Lauriston 

and his lady which was not without importance. On the part of his 

lordship the visit, under its social aspect, possessed an official 
significance. 

Mr. Law was by now too great a man to be overlooked by foreign 

powers. The vast dominion he had gathered into his hands, so that 

all the. trade of France and her colonies must flow as he directed, 

made it desirable not only for individuals but even for nations to 
conciliate him. 

• ' 

There is abundant evidence that the Earl of Stair had received 

instructions from his government in this sense. He came, then, with 
proposals of commercial relations to be established between England 
and France, with offers of sendee to Mr. Law in England, not merely 
general but also particular in the matter of lifting the ban against him. 

Mr. Law received these inspired advances with a perfect, non¬ 
committal suavity, inwardly unmoved. 

With the angular Countess, however, it was a very different 
story. The news she gave him left him placid only on the surface. 
Her kinswoman, the Countess of Horn, had just arrived in Paris, 
brought back from the Dordogne by the need to concert with Lord 
Stair as British ambassador measures concerned with her English 
estates. 

“She is not likely to remain here long, nor to show herself, 
considering the imprisonment of her disgraceful husband.” 

She paused as if awaiting Mr. Law’s comment, her close-set, 
shrewish eyes intent upon his discouraging impassivity. As he 
offered none beyond an acknowledging inclination of the head, she 
went on. 

“Madame de Horn has confided to me that you are a very old 
friend—a friend of the days of that scapegrace Beau Wilson.” 

184 


The sly smile and the unfortunate allusion 
him. His sternness induced her to offer him 
red. The poor soul has no more fortune in 
in m her first. But there! I tell you this bee; 
that m her unhappy circumstances 
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It was as I 


ro hnm, F nr rU a ;7 1IoiauLCS sne quit France and 

having her interests at heart ~aa __ _ * . Inend and 


--- • v ^ uiaL y 

friends desire for her. 




might 


mine, 


• o 1 fta » f* at your la dyship flatters me by exa^eeratim- tw 

influence,” he answered gravely * exaggerating that 

hopc'thafvouwm f t Mr -, Law - 1 pr0test 1 And, anyway, I 
renewal If .h/ i f e r he attem P‘-unIess,” she added, with a 

should prefer that she remain in Franc!’ V ° U 

ht'prefer i°”^ *° imagine " hy your ladyshi P conceives I 

• sr^ ote ° nt , drew 

startled by her pallor. P ’ d ^ L Was a!most 

‘‘VVhat is amusing, Lady Stair?” 

• J , T ladyshi P ' vas a <-cl.. “That is a secret, my dear- - r d a wlv 

“I iHv Q^i P y r C ,Y lnto her husband s secrets.” 

Caiherine did n'o^ecd hilf f 

tfiZZS* iff. - y uf sliS tti 

Her that f e Coumcssofl lorn is bach in Paris ” 

Lady Stair’s amusing seem?” 1 ” 15 '^^ ' U ° eS ‘ hat happCn to bc 
Lhat is how she was so foolish as to describe it ” 

elfronTeriff uffvonf f a T° ked Sraile ’ “* ™1 at the 

in disgrace in ihe B a f n"”° hCTSclf Iiere Lcr husband is 

£ A Tv* * 


his ifod omLfH‘r ple f y ° u tllat =i'c came especially to seek 
‘‘He imff; ffi her ^ P-Pmy?” 
from suspecting: that her Dronem! •" ,l 'f' C ^ f at 1 bave been & r 

Harpington. Isn’t that the titfr of ,1 " 5 f d 15 the £statc of 

until she became King William’s?” nM " Wh ° was your n^tress 
Mentally he reeled under the bW. Outwardly he miraculously 



preserved his self-control. “That I would have married her had the 

chance been mine you have always known. That she was ever my 

mistress is a lie. You have never ceased to attribute mistresses to me 

Catherine, and I have never wasted breath to deny your suspicions* 

however fatuous. But where Margaret Ogilvy is concerned I tell 
you again that it is blackest falsehood.** 

“That will be why you are so sharp-set to defend her whilst so 
indifferent in the case of others.** 

“To be sure suspicion must feed upon itself and swell by what it 
feeds on.** 

“Suspicion! If it’s a suspicion it feeds upon what you supply. 
Why did you never tell me that this woman is Margaret Ogilvy? 
Why conceal it if you had nothing else to conceal? And she had the 
effrontery to seek you here—here in my house! Suspicion, you 
say!’* She laughed bitterly. “You had better know that it is a 
suspicion shared by the Count of Horn. Indeed, not a suspicion— 
a conviction for which he will yet call you to account. You’ll tell me 

perhaps that it is only suspicion that for the sake of that abominable 
woman you murdered Edward Wilson?” 

“Murdered!” He shrugged despairingly, shaken from his calm. 
“It was, then, to a murderer and a seducer that you came in 

Amsterdam? Believing so much evil of me yet you did not hesitate 
to seek me.” 

“Because I loved you—God help me for a fool. I followed you 
to comfort you in your need. To my undoing.” 

“You came to comfort me?” His lip curled. “To comfort me 
with the tale that the woman I loved was the King’s mistress?” 

“To cure you of your infatuation for a strumpet, as it should 
have done if you had any proper pride. To care for you in your 
loneliness and exile, as God knows I have cared for you, only to be 
so ill-requited that I have wished myself dead these years.” Then 
in a sudden increase of passion she railed at him. “Go to your 
woman. Go! She is here in Paris, waiting for you. Why else has she 
come? Do you think I don’t realize that the need to consult Lord 
Stair is no more than a pretext? Go to her then! Go!” 

She flung out of the room on that, and he made no attempt to 
stay her, realizing how far beyond the reach of argument she was 
placed by the violence that possessed her spirit. 

He was left in an emotional disturbance as deep as any that he 
had known in a dozen years and more. It rested upon the anger he 
had reoressed and perhaps a little upon the knowledge that Mar- 
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garet was agmn within lus reach. The temptation to seek her must 
m any case have assailed him, but it could never have been « 
overmastering as it was rendered by the cruel term. ;„!!•? 

Stewed"' had l00Sened such tenuous bonds of duty to her as k still 

It was in this distracted state of mind that he came to his 
workroom, where he found his brother and Angus MclVW 

We’re here to see you, John, about opening the lists for the 
issue. I ve drawn up the notice we discussed, for your approval. 

issued S s o't 1 1 a t * A n 'n! m S ^ , C01 . rcct > then ^ttle the amount to be 
issued, so mat Angus may take it to the Bank ” 

placed^ before 'r ng ' ,able ’ bcnt ov « ** sheet his brother 

emonons that were clouding thought, ke read 

“It should serve, I think,” he said at last, as he handed it back 

“Ailing? No.” 3 Joilll ‘ Aie > ou ailing?” 

But the figures, man. You’ve not settled them.” 
t i.. f YCS : The flgurcs *” He a moment, only to d-cover 

agreed with Ure Regent that, in order not to deluge the mike, 

ThaTshouI^sufTr 3 F 3 * 11111 one ’ " Sa >' we m ake it a half-milliard’ 
isn’t hi” CC f ° r 3 comraencen icnt. A third of the took 


proffered it. 


and 


fat they are to be as beforeTthmk, 

7 Yes . terda y >ou mentioned a dou^.” 

doub, could hr^ Sd g X c d st h i' 
S&ptekl 0 - 1 think il ; vil] — As before™ 

a siege.” 1C mormn S> Angus, and make ready for 

Ti Vy ’ ‘f r V 1 ' be rcady > nevcr fear . Mr- Law ” 

They left lum, and he sat back to think but not of tt, • 
operation he was launching. Had his mind been o ^antre 

normal claim, he could not have failed to perceive 
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mind 


“d, Margaret, between resentment and longing, each emotion 
serving as fuel for the other. Catherine charged Mafgaret with being 

b V hemaleV ° len *, intensi ‘y <>f ^rpersuasion almost 
begot in him the desire to make it true. 

There was yet another poison Catherine had distilled for him 
that now served to quicken this desire. The need to consult Stair,’ 

Ww ^ u- eC ? "° m ° re than a P retext t0 brin ? Margaret 

back to Paris, within his reach. It might be so. He did not quite 
believe that it was, not even when he recalled the leers of Lady 
utair. But he certainly desired to believe it* 

According to Catherine that rascal Horn was of the same mind 
as herself. So that his wife and Margaret's husband shared the foul 
conviction. If he were to yield to the temptation that assailed him 
now at the thought of Margaret’s accessibility, he would be doing 
no more than justify those two in their persuasion.... 

That was the goad that drove him, soon after dark, alone and on 
loot to the Rue d’Argenteuil. 


CHAPTER XXII 

REVELATION 

It did not occur to Mr, Law on this occasion to employ a nom de 
guerre. Boldly he had himself announced by his own name, and the 
footman who bore the announcement returned almost at once to 
conduct him to that same boudoir of rose damask panels and black 
and gold chinoiserie in which she had last received him. 

She stood before him in the informal sacque in which ladies of 
fashion took their ease at home. It was cut low at the neck and of the 

colour of feuille morte, which, save for its lack of lustre, almost 
matched her russet hair. 

She smiled as she greeted him. “How did you learn that I am in 
Paris?’' 

“I wish I could say that some subtle sense brought me the 
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Why have 

her * hiS '” ^ Sa!d ’ aDd gatiered her * into Ws arms and kissed 

She did not deny him. But she cut short the embrace »h . 

him from her, with a half-reproof. “This is not wise " PU 

IS or wisely intended.” 

her suddenly solemn. “you^oTIi"?”The in^ted'TTh™^^ 
reason 0 ” 3 ^ SpKadin Z her g°'™. “You will have ’some d<^r 
He remained standing over Fi^r <c p 

merely obey the instinct to come m you^ “nin “T 1 1 

are within reach.” 7 SOOn 33 1 Iearn ‘ha* you 

she P ,hiS - !t WaS Plain lJ * a ‘ •« casualness was forced, 

fnnnH Had y ~v d ' la >;c d unlil to-morrow you would no loneer have 

Inrf i - The bUSIneSS with Lord Stair that brought mcl done 
and there is no reason for me to stay.” ® me 13 donc » 

“That is utterly to crush the wild hope I fostered ” 

Again she scrutinized him, and her lip quivered “T, 
that you are making love to me lohn ” • , f d ' II cannot bc 

and assertion. ’ J h "’ she said between question 

Is it odd that I should? Is there good reason why I should nor?” 

is ) ou now who talk of reason. But I too have mv ' 

and they rebel. Come, John, let us be sane r l ^ T Y lasUncts > 
blame for this I was mntin. ; r ■ anC ; ^ ^now that I am to 

I suffered my feeli.w, t0 m-tsfer^ ^‘ S " etlon " hen la st you were here. 

and trusting you tbdie ^' nt “ m ° racnt ‘ BlIt 1 O usted you, 

tnat. Please, John Do nor d;,,,;,: i 10 Sc ^ uc ' not spoil 

. i 1 ' J c "’as a grieved. “You had another word •. 

\wien last I was here ” lUllKr ''ora lor it 

it ” diSCreti ° n ' ? nd are proving 

-"■our of weakness! apLfc™! found m an 

'“Id to die many life has dealt me At" " i'^ ^ ^ Csh ’ ravv wou nd 
i'-ave a slack rein to otm feelhigs.” ‘ ^ ,lmes We are a P* to 

VVhat lias changed sincc^ then?” he demanded “rr u 
ess lonely or abne?”’ kss of a 3hre "? Is either of us 
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That is nothing to the matter. It draws us no nearer to each 
other. 5 * 

Not if we are fools, 55 he cried, and sank to one knee beside her 
grasping the hands that lay limp in her lap. “Margaret my dear* 
must we be fools, indeed? Are we never to draw strength and comfort 
from each other m the loneliness m which each of us is wasting? 55 

Her agitation deepened. Her eyes looked almost black in the 

whiteness of her face. “What do you know of loneliness who hold an 

empire in your strong hands? Does not that suffice you, without 
seeking a poor woman for your toy? 55 

“That is a cruel thing to say to me. 55 

Cruel! If you cannot understand that the cruelty is yours, you 

do not know what cruelty means. Did I lay bare my heart in an 

unguarded hour so that you should come and tear fresh wounds 
in it? 55 

“Nay, Margaret. To heal the old ones, and to heal my own at 
the same time. Why will you deny me? 55 

“God knows I would deny you nothing, John. I am yours if you 
want me, but... . Oh, God! 55 she wrenched her hands from his and 
covered her face, sinking back into her chair. “I have prayed that 
you never would. Not this way. 55 There was anguish in her voice. 

I suppose that I have given you cause to think me a woman whom 

you can ask to be your mistress. That is what wounds: that you 
should so regard me. 55 

Mortification and frustrated longings wrung from him unpar¬ 
donable words. “To be sure I am not a king. You shudder as if in 
horror. But you had no horror of the Dutchman after I, like a fool, 

had removed the husband who for his profit would have yielded 
you to him. 55 

She uncovered her face again, to look at him, and he beheld 
it charged with pain and anger. “And now you insult me! You dare 
to reproach me with that. You dare because you never understood. 
You had neither the wit nor the faith that would have made you 
understand. 

“Did you never ask yourself why you were not hanged as 
sentenced, nor yet why Mr. Bentinck should have opened for you 
the prison door and provided for your escape, on the sole condition 
that you left England at once and never returned in King William’s 
lifetime? Did you not? Then I will tell you. 

“When you lay under sentence in Newgate I went to the King 
to beg your life. He questioned me on my relations with you. But 

ioo 


that x> no matter 


He would consider, he said, and I should hear from Wm T Z' 

ra uOl! r kd “ y BenUnCk *° offer me your life and liberty .' 

“Oh, my God!” cried the man at her feet, overcome by sudden 
revelatton, moved now m his turn to hide hi, face in his hands 
Her Ups twitched in a crooked smile that was like a grin of pain 

me I ^sed^thaTsmu^n 3 ,"!' bargain 1 WaS offered revolted 

I renected that my life was ruined in either case, and that vours at 
least, mieht be saved. AnH vnnr lif%k _• _ r _ _ > 


mivht 

ha^Iotry. ,, ” y ~ piluc 1 ac cepted for my 

So far she had spoken in a low voice that was charged with sorrow 
n now its pathos deepened. ‘‘I was not born to be a harlot Tnh 
as you should know. I was a woman of a high pride and ’nf^h* 

foryour^keT Aaff irWe f ‘ erCely gUarde ' 1 Yet 3 harlot 1 became 

and in the «• 

hi, h^^’t^e^t tk r, in 3 He bOWed 

bore it to his lips. “I anfnoTworfhy evt of^muct ^ 

could I guess?” ° ou could 1 guess? How 


At the agony in his voice, the humility of his ort nil r, • r 

from her. Her hand moved over his head in . * f 3SS1 ° n fel1 

•-md quietly she spoke. “Had your faith been st^? 5 ’ 7 ^ 

would have been no need ,o gi,es“ ” tOU ‘ Cn ° Ugh ,herc 

Do me justice,” he cried, starting to his “\v r v, t? 
came to me in Newgate there was no mention 7f you ” 

c-iTcr you he ^ould come at all, and 

“Indeed, I did. And I supposed it rrmrr™ ; + - 

recognized the sentence as excessive vet^ 2S 1 • u*’ ^ ^ 

openly. I kiiicd Wilson in a fair enrounf-r W1Sh l ° admit {t 

must have adjudged and crmtl ~ ount ~ r > as any court of honour 

whatever the edicts.”' S 1 aiC n0t t0 be han S cd for that, 

thouS*” 5h,: admiUrd s,owl y- “There is that. It is w!ia, I have 
my life bicifin" t'ec;[, bC *** &Wd *° tcI1 me - 1 must have cast 
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c< 


Afterwards 


, J vcu ^ c 01 something that was past mending u 

could serve only to torment you, as it torments you now whfn 1 

gust of anger left me without the generosity or good seme to 
continue to hide it. * 7 ° u sense to 

her A ‘ kSt h t l0 ° ked at her a S a ‘ n > and found 

m tears. The only present shame is mine for . . for having 

provoked the avowal. Yet, however this thing may haum meif 
my soul I must be glad of the knowledge. For there you are ’e“ 

thought of you that was not of worship. Of ^ charity 


now, 


Margaret, forgive me for this hour. 

“I do, in thankfulness.” 

He stood straight and squarely before her. “And 
Margaret?” 

“Now?” She contrived to smUe up at him through her tears. 
It ts time I think, to say good night.” She stood up. “Good night 

and good-bye, my dear. It will be best for both of us that it should 
be good-bye. Finally good-bye.” 

^If I believed that, life would have little purpose left.” 

“You say that in the weakness of the moment. There is abundant 
purpose m your life, John, and I doubt not that I shall find some in 

mine. 


Tenderly she brought him to take his leave. “It shall be my 
constant prayer,” he said, “that the life you have preserved for me 
may be worthy of the dreadful sacrifice you made.” 

I thank you for that. They are healing words.” She took his head 
between her hands, drew it down and kissed him on the lips. “God 
have you ever in His keeping, my dear.” 

It was a piayer that was not immediately to be answered, for he 
departed in torment, and in torment abode in the days that fol¬ 
lowed. Only the knowledge that she had quitted Paris kept him 
fiom yielding to the overpowering need to see her again, and left 

him moving like a sleep-walker whilst the greatest hazard of his 
gambler’s life was being played. 
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CHAPTER XXIII 


THE ZENITH 


required a shock to snatch him out of his somnambulism 


was 


This henchman of his 


of mid 


(I 


Man,” he declared, “ye bade me be ready for a siege, and the 

Alim A ^ « M 'l _ _ A 1 V . m _ 


own siege it is. D ye not know 


Quincampoix? 


, - „ „ -o— 1 > was never 

such a garboil. It s just Bedlam yonder, so it is. The street is atme 
wifh agtoleurs ai. _ • « r . o o 


c . , / # o ~******** *** LsLiiuu wiuusana 

livres. Six times the original value, no less. It’s fair cluttered out ol 

1 am, with all the world clamouring to buy.” 

“All the world?” echoed Mr. Law, his quick instinct, suddenly 
aroused, already scenting m McWhirter’s exultation something that 

was amiss & 


)) 


“Ay. All the world. I’m thinking we’ll scarce need the extra 
printing of notes. Though, to be sure, there’s an awkward side to 

are' bl-te aT’T?- wh f °’ Ve , Cashed their receipts at the bank 
are bleating and protesting for shares at the price of issue as their 

right and at this rate we shall soon have none to sell them. 

° ds dea , th '. tlmndcred Mr - Law, now thoroughly awake 
When were the lists opened?” 6 7 

‘‘A week since, of course.” 

“Upon whose authority?” 

McWhirter stared open-mouthed, amazed at so much vehem- 
ence m a man whose imperturbability had passed into a byword 

’ . u l )on whose authority but your own?” ^ 

.Mnicr’MrLaw looked at him in honor. “When did I give it’” 
V\ asn turn the note of terms Mr. William and I laid before you’” 

“AnT T 1 ', ab C ’ Mr ' Law took llis head bis hands ' 
fallcii'suliordinate.^ 10 ^ ' ,arm ' ^ a " ? ” WOnd - d ** cr’est- 

.. Tt . 1 r e , ll . arm! And the shares stand already at three thousand 

h Tn If ^‘Ins rage of:speculation continues where is it going to Lnd 
us; Danin the ogioteufsP* ® land 


i c : g 
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McWhirter, accounting the explosion merely rhetorical .tmj 
silent, wondering and waiting. 7 et0ncal > stood 

Mr. Law groaned He struck the table with his fist. “However 
did I come to overlook it? uwever 


He perceived of course, that what he had foreseen-the factor 
indeed upon which he had built-that the State creditors for the 
fifteen hundred millions must avail themselves of the only available 
channel of reinvestment in the India Company-had been equally 
foreseen by every speculator of ordinary astuteness. Foreseeing it 
they had made haste to buy the shares in order to make the State 
creditors pay dearly for them when they came to reinvest. And the 
operation was made easy for them by the fact that a comparatively 
small cash deposit sufficed to give them possession of a share. It 
was not that he had overlooked the inevitability of this. He had 
seen it as clearly as the mischief that might follow out of it, and he 
had intended to provide before the lists were opened. The omission 
was due to the obfuscation of his mind, coming from his scene with 
Catherine, at the moment of considering the note of terms. 

He commanded himself now, so that he might grapple with this 
complication. “Measures must be taken at once, Angus. The State 
creditors have every reason to complain. It is a scandal that they 
should be mulcted in this fashion so as to make fortunes for men 
who are gambling on a certainty. In one way or another the mischief 
must be checked before it goes further, Ivlean while, let the Bank 
hold what shares remain. Announce that the subscriptions are 
complete. Ask Mr. William to come to me this afternnnn ” 


The decision he took was to open at once a new subscription-list 
for the second half-milliard, which he had not intended to offer for * 
some months to come, whilst establishing by edict now, as he should 
have done earlier, that these shares could be acquired only against 
Treasury receipts for bonds surrendered. In this way, by eliminating 
the intermediary stage of converting the receipts into currency, he 
ensured that the bond-holders must have the first call. 

As a remedial measure it was sound enough, but it was belated. 
The harm had been done and an impetus given to unbridled 
speculation the end of which it was impossible to foresee. 

In the meantime the price of the India Company shares con¬ 
tinued upwards, and even the State bonds, which had been at a 
depreciation of sixty per centum, were now above par and virtually 
unprocurable in view of the further impending conversion. 

Considering what had happened to the first issue and the sharp 
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second 


lie that lied taken place, the annou; __ tm i i m 

rewhed in a no fan feverish activity in the Rue Oninf,mZ 7> 

puce racing upwards from the three thousand Kvres which had 
startled Law, was soon standing at six tho usan d* 

The neighbouring streets of Saint Denis and Saint Martin were 
encumbered with waiting coaches, and in the Rue 

itself pandemonium reigned about the Bank, not only by day but 
throughout the night, so that in the end the dwellers in the neigh¬ 
bourhood complained of it. Barricades had to be set up at both ends 
of the street, guarded by troops when closed, which was from nine 

o dock at night until nine o’clock on the following morning, and 
opening and closing to the sound of a bell. 

At ^ Trc f s ^ r y° fficcs from morning to night there were long 
queues of bond-holders, in a frenzied scrimmage to surrender their 

bonds and obtain their receipts, so as to convert them into the 
soaring shares at the earliest moment. 

Outside the Hotel de Nevers the street was blocked by the 
carnages of persons of quality, who, taking advantage of their 
social rank or personal relations with Mr. Law came directly to 

Because into the edict constituting the Company Mr. Law had 

astutely prevailed upon the Regent to introduce an artide pro- 

ndmg that no derogation should attend the possession of its shLt 
3 noblll tv. imnnv#*nch^r! Iil-^ is * ^ i .i .. .. * 


of I Yiu I. • , “V”. .8 vy procugauty and wars 

miradd AU ,’ha, 5 ^ “““e ° f ^ WOrker of fina “<^l 

him snin^C, h i proudest m France made antechamber to 

court Ins favour. m ' SS ' 0n *° * aUSUSt P resence > 80 tha ‘ « might 

At his hands the Duke of Bourbon exchanged his Treasurv 
rcce,p,s for a block of shares of a value already so enhanced that ^ 

J t debtS “ d rebuild his magntficen 

at the time of the^ , : com P lam,n g 'bat having obtained 

holding of depreciated bonds^he r hTd*bcen r too late^crnnrert^them 
abstained fortunatdy,^ dicu^s, t^nowt 

face "llue 3 ^ ^ ° U ‘ ° f lhe SeCOnd issue shares at their 
His was, of course, the case of many an annuitant, lacking, 
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. ’ , ‘ v ) luutcs cxaitea rank to embolden him tn 

“is:?*' T »f' * m™" 


carry 


Nevers vowing himself f or ever^ ^TawVdevS “Ind 
cainnofx 3 ^ 5, * h ? res . which_ h f c °uld already sell in the Rue Quin, 
fortune elg “ mes eir Value ’ and thus reali “ a ‘ once a 

friend7he r n , and . v ; ith . ■S 1 * 3 *" willingness, Mr. Law favoured his 
inend the Duke of Antm, who had also been left by the first issue 

wi IS receipts unconverted, and there were many others of the 

the P^rc 05 ' bl °- d °[ Fran , Ce ’ such “ ^ Mnce o^li 

Whilst these noble clients besieged him in his Sybaritic study, 
then- ladies crowded Catherine’s salon, bearing gifts and invitations 

of^Law^ t0 SWCl thC aduIatory court that was bein g paid the House 

As an expression of the great social consequence she had now 
attained Catherine was presently moved to give a white ball for 
t eir aughter, then in her thirteenth year. It was eagerly attended 
y t e most brilliant gathering the Court could furnish, actually 
graced by the Duchess of Berri, the foreign embassies, and even the 
apal Nuncio, who publicly embraced the winsome little heroine of 

th#» 


The child s hand was being sought in marriage for the sons of 
some of the noblest houses in France, whilst her little brother* of 

♦ Via ___ TT * - _ ... 1 


commanded 


His Majesty’s playmate. 

These intoxicating triumphs, through which Catherine moved 
with splendours almost royal, attended ever by a turbaned black 
boy from Senegal a gift from the Duke of Antin—to carry her 
purse or fan, were not without their effect upon her and even aroused 
in her a sense of gratitude for the husband whose greatness had 
procured her them. Her attitude towards him became more con¬ 
ciliatory than it had been for years, and this came the more readily 

to her since learning that the Countess of Horn’s visit to Paris had 
been of the briefest. 

Knowing that the Countess had left almost as soon as she had 
arrived, Catherine had reached the conclusion that there might, 
after all, be no grounds for at least some of the charges she had 
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flung at her husband in such unmeasured and offensive terms 
remtent, she sought by submissiveness to offer amends 

He did not make it easy. Sardonic of Up and eye, he observed 
her timid advances, and once, when she pressed them to the point 
of wearying him, he fet her know that he was not deceived, that he 

brutally t * 1Cm * *** im P atiencc became almost 

“Dp not you, too, dear Catherine, be at the trouble of wooing 

the mighty Baron Lass, the patron of princes, the hierophant of 

lammon, the director of empire, who to-morrow may be His 

Majesty s Comptroller-General. Do not be dazzled, my dear b\ 

the greatness of which you share the effulgence. To you I am jusi 
John Law of Launston, Jessamy John, a~ * 

Her eyes were piteously reproachful. ' 

YVhy will you be so unkind? Whv B1 


call 


I would to Cod you were 


motives?” ' -““ ra X 

Is the right to harbour mean suspicions yours alone?” 

thrust. It gave her pause. She even went so 

, _ 1 m - 

^as to confess 


far—and it 




far to go for a woman of her pride 


fault and to sue frankly for his forgiveness. 

tra L a... _ -1 .1 * ^ 


• , . . : ~-- X1U1 > m me same time 

T,n rZ^,T SCle -T ’ the end of U was ,hat he was so far move. 

j . hc !' ''“ h an assurance which in other circumstance 

ne would have disdained to offer. 

tormcliV sus f‘ cion >” he sa!d > l< 'vith which you need not agair 
torment vnnrsrlF \i \f_ .. . » 


r j„ w P », 

iat she was never my mistress. Since I am under no necessitv t. 
ay what is not true and seek no profit from it, you need nothe a 

m nltriikeiv ! ** ^ ^ °f aU tht tha 

Tl, n Vt y S “ Mar S arct °gilvy again.” 

her ehnre nnH f “n" 1 t0 , her dleek ’ the sudd «" quickening o 
“There' wts n'r Vl fU f" 1 ' 1 '"” 5 wcnt thr °ugh him like a sword, 
reminded him “ ? g, ' atness abou ‘ you, John,” she plaintively 
hrnk ■ ’ , " hen 1 carae to >'ou in Amsterdam. You were a 

you how false are V a ' ‘° u d rem ember that. It will teach 

} T> 1 ‘^ ise are > our reproaches now.” 

|„. rcr | U ;. a '!' OUgh he humbled himself by admitting that he remem- 

her habi.ua with him tha * '& departure Z, 

eminence to whkh heTd tu *° satisfacti o n » the social 

nee 10 which he had raised her with himself. 
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sions. You will see that I should be blameworthy if I neglected their 


m® ? rmce > however, cared nothing about that. No plea 



w / ▼ vui • 

Mr. Law xemained unmoved, unless it be by a contempt wliich 


he scarcely dissembled. “It was my hope that I had won that favour 
on the last occasion. Do me right, monseigneur.” 

Baffled, the Prince took at last a sullen leave, forgetting on 
this occasion to profess himself Mr. Law’s servant. 

. third issue, the operation which Mr. Law had 

originally intended to spread over a year was completed in little 

more than two months, and the national debt of fifteen hundred 

millions was liquidated, to the inexpressible and marvelling satis¬ 
faction of the Regent. 

More than ever enthralled by Law’s genius, His Highness now 
at last invited him to assume the exalted office of His Majesty’s 
Comptroller-General, and since it was not permissible for any man 
who was not a Catholic to hold an office of State, Mr. Law duly 
qualified by changing his religion and going to Mass, to the great 
scandal of McWhirter as well as of Catherine. Thus he became de 
jure what already he had been de facto, and d ’ Argenson was further 
incensed and embittered by removal from that office and the need 
to content himself with the retention of the Seals as Chancellor. 

The Laird of Lauriston perceived clearly enough, and not 
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cment 



aims 


.ng out rfthe liquidation of the national debt, he had to thank hi. 
initial fal*e itep, which alone had permitted the agiotem, to take 

advantage of the situation and steal a march upon the lewd™... 
State creditors. ^ 

Meanwhile the avalanche of speculation which they had started 

ro ed on so irresistibly that by Christmas the shares of the India 

Company were changing hands at the staggering figure of fifteen 

ousand' livrcs, which was thirty tunes their face value. A frenzv 

of gambling ensued, the like of which had never been witnessed 

and this was by no means confined to the stock of the Company* 

From the remotest provinces of France, and even from abroad there 

was so steady an invasion of Paris by fortune-seekers, thatsoon the city 

with a quarter of a million more than its ordinary inhabitants could 

scarcely house them. Here were further chances for the speculators. 

hey snatched up all available lodgings in anticipation of the vast 

cmand for them, which must raise the rents to fantastic heights. Thev 

bought up the necessities of life, perceiving that the cost of living must 

inevitably ^crease for the same reason. The Dukes of La Force 

d Antm and d Estrees, forgetting the obligations of their birth* 
embarked thmncli nominees * n ...i_. _ * 


o --- —* »vjiwicsaic purenase ot cloth 

candles chocolate, coffee and sugar, whence a scandal followed 

lmdarly seats on the coaches from the country were bought up in 

advance by speculators, and legitimate travellers were compelled to 
wan weeks before they could be accommodated. P *° 

In the Rue Quincampoix grotesquely exaggerated rents were 
paid for any booths wherein business might be transacted; a cobbler 
vho owned a stall there, found himself growing rich by letting it to 

ha. accounted it lucky to rub against his hump, hired ouf hTs mTs- 

:' ' PC, ’ b ° dy a . r “. 1 ", ie hum P itsdf as a writing-pulpit upon which 
transactions nnglu be recorded in the street, and was reputed bv 

a few da™.'° ' e Car " Cd 3 hUndrCd 3nd ^ ‘h^and livres in 

. , , -before. Reckless expenditure 

...evuably upon die easy amassing of fortunes, ifnd t e mereha^ 

<; I arts especially those who dealt in pcedo^ wares In gold anc 
silver plate, in leuvlc - l • . . . ’ n o olcl anc 


a few da>*s. 

Trade flourished as nev 



£7 p ' ate > ® jewels which were bJ^^^ 

on g a a s n caie a and Xf** ^ deahng" 

their dreamt pnCCS that had existed even in 
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r M r°* — *• 

Those with land to sell could obtain three and f„,„. >■ 
pnces in which six months earlier they would ha J — *?“n the 

h's jubdant and suddenly enriched people, nobl/and sfmplfalit- 
Theatres, dance-halls, restaurant ^ • i m P leallke - 

thronged by folk with money to burn. The Operawas nark^H WCrC 
n^h. ta. fioo, „ «!&„ , y nd never SStSSZ 

of costumes and such glitter of jewels, whilst the enormous incrtLe 
went on foot “ StrCCtS rCndered Mfe P eriIous for *ose who still 


The demand for labour had grown with this surge of affluence 

wf • uTT- ° f the g . rc , at mflux from tIle provinces and from abroad! 
which had increased by one-third the population of Paris, with a 

consequent insufficiency of essentials to meet the swollen demand 
a rise in wages had followed. * 


The artisan who had been content with fifteen sous a day was 

now earning sixty, and was, therefore, a jubilant supporter of Mr 

Law, slow to perceive that since bread which had cost a sou for 

two pounds was costing now four sous a pound, with other commo- 

dities similarly augmented, his increased prosperity was no better 
than an illusion. 


For the purveyor of all this phenomenal opulence, the magician 
whose genius had, by an avalanche of paper currency, lifted France 
out of the slough of bankruptcy and want into this unprecedented 
prosperity, theie was almost deification. Whenever he rolled through 
Paris in his superb coach, with its magnificent bays in silver harness 
and a couple of footmen behind in his livery of claret and silver, if 
men stopped short of genuflecting to him, at least hats were swept 
off and cheers for him resounded such as had seldom resounded 
for anyone under the rank of a king. If he showed himself in the 
Rue Quincampoix a guard was necessary to hold off the mob that 
might have crushed him to death out of sheer worship. 

Yet whilst outwardly imperturbable, urbane and splendidly 
liberal to all, in his mind he was not quite easy. Himself a gamester 
by careful calculation, he looked askance upon all these inexpert 
gamesters who, without reckoning the odds or possessing the 
ability to do so, plunged blindly and recklessly into speculations 
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that momentary inattention on his part had supplied 

When presently the labouring classes came to understand i 
their swollen wages no longer kept pace with the price ofnecessit 

!f. n , m fa y 'be increase in wages, they clamoured 

sull higher pay, which, being granted, was followed again by : 
fligiicr prices* 

Observing this, the Laird of Lauriston realized th#* oim 
natural law- 


ignored 


own ends have sought the favour of the masses by inspiring claims 
ig er pay that the value of an individual in any community 

attempt! to 'dha* " h - C , h "°, P °' Ver on earth can and that 

empts to change it violently must be attended by direst 
consequences. 7 

j , understood t!,at *° pay 'he individual more than that subtly 
muned relative worth was merely to lower the purchasing 

p wer of money, for it led inevitably to a readjustment of all other 
alues, so as to conform with the one that had been altered 

with a n™ Ind d' r ' LaW PCr “ ivcd that he was "ow confronted 

nflation, for which there was as yet no name. He perceived here 

diccHwTnd *,1 3 V H C1 °r S V? Which he P ossess <=d no means of 

anifiTt f’ a d 1 end of " luch was not to be foreseen in the 
ficial circumstances which his system had created. 

hen, too, the news from Louisiana, upon which his main 
opes were iounded, continued to be anything but good and so far 

subii^ ° f WS I’ 04 ™' 1 * 1 wealth had mossed" the S. It was a 
brough t to 0 dcspair. StCady ’ S ° bCr WiUiam Law was being 

that wilfs anv n mHt° hn ’. h0 7 a " d . where we . are t0 find a dividend 
Jioldcrs realize it?” * * at b e happening when the 

shadows.” aW prCSCncd a wo °dcn countenance. “You start at 

“Tiic^mcn :; hC K Cl y " °, ld ’ and dcvd a su bstance to cast them.” 
faith in the future. you“ v 1 ‘ hcir 

i*,™ .„ a “rj,T? Zt Ir ™ t 
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should enhearten the sober and perhaps restrain the reckW« w 


“I have. They were best put in the fire before others see them 
I hey re not for general consumption. We don’t want a panic.” 
“You hope to postpone it?” 


I count upon averting it. All I need is time. Let me have that 
and the harvest will follow.” * 

“Time!” William was moved to impatience. “Time! That is 

the cry of every bankrupt, always praying desperately for the 
unexpected to come to his rescue.” 


“Damn you for a pessimist,” said Mr. Law, but he smiled 
indulgently. “Gome, Will. Courage! A little faith!” 

But William Law was out of faith that morning. “I seem to 
hear King Philip II crying, ‘Time and I are one.* But if you put 

your trust in time, at least contrive that it be better employed by 
the colonists than is now the case.” 

“Ay, there’s something in that,” Mr. Law agreed. “I’ll take 
thought.” 


CHAPTER XXIV 

MURDER 

Early in the following year the easy-going Regent proclaimed an 
amnesty for the Cellamare plotters, and whether touched or merely 
amused by the letters of the Duchess of Maine, with their professions 
of devotion and loyalty so oddly at variance with her conduct, he 
restored her Grace to liberty and allowed her to make her peace 
with him. This she found easier than making it with her husband, 
who continued to blame her plotting for his tribulations. 

The Bastille opened its ponderous gates for the conspirators of 
Sceaux, and with them came also the Count of Horn, released 
from that duress, but still under the ban requiring him to keep 
himself not less than fifty leagues from Court. 

He re-entered the world practically without means, for he had 
lived at his own charges in prison, and by denying himself no 
luxuries had exhausted the moneys he had received from the 
Countess before his arrest. 
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Rue ^ d Argenteuil lie found her house closed, and he 

learnt in the neighbourhood that Madame la Comtesse was in the 

Dordogne. This by rendering still more desperately urgem hb 

necessities, deepened his hatred of Mr. Law in whom he beheld the 
author of all his woes. 

As a result it happened that in the course of that chilly March 
morning Colonel de Mille, whilst frugally breaking his fast on 
bread and olives, a marinade of artichokes and a jug of petit vin was 
surprised by the advent of a rather dilapidated Count of Horn 

. 1 only was the young nobleman pallid and puffy from long 

imprisonment, but his once elegant suit of biscuit -coloured satin 

was crumpled and stained, his stockings soiled and his wig out of 
curl. & 

Recovering from his astonishment the Colonel embraced him 
h^hreakfast" 1 UP ° n ^ relcaSe ’ gavc hiln a chair and the freedom of 

‘,7 kcc P Lent > V' ou see, like the good Christian that I am 

n o t > 


a- | T - IC r ( ?, 0Unt e ;' rd l]lC olives . and the artichokes, snilTed the wine 
disdainfully, and professed himself without appetite. 

Dordom.eT 1S my nccd ’” he announced - “I am going down to the 
D > dogne to square accounts with Madame la Comtesse as soon as 

is r'Z 1 T 1 V ‘ ' h ; lt raSCa " y lovcr ofhCTS - A settlement 
rter7.' > “ ' C a SOu1 *° losc VU see d >at they pay with 


fMwrVmV* lau r dablc ’” , Said lhe Colonel, “provided you don’t 

nr , t “ anc ? thc C!ltcr J ,1 ' isc - No moment could be less 

to the half 77 nTiTi Comi " and tcn , louis ’ and V ou ’re welcome 
Dordogne ” J U ° JJt d t Klt " - ’ d takc you as far as the 

^you’re laughing at me, I suppose,” growled Horn. 

«<n.rrr°Th 1 C ’h '7t P ° V " V ° U ' And ovcr myself. I’m a dried-up 
B. -in u-ith Lass !>■' M ' S y PP ' y m ° ney> 1 can su PP'y advice. 

l’w? voui su‘or,l n,c; | ns; * S ° about il !n ,he proper manner, 
million’to ,i' , atl ' 0llnt 3 I ' 5 ! fC Cheap at the P ricc - For what’s a 

window- for • 11 USUIC1 ‘ n dlCie days he flings millions from the 
'M.inmv lot ail the world to catch.” 

Damn your jests.” 

null g 7 m ° f ? nrncst in u ” The Colonel took a 

’ g l ' xd ovcr lts sourness, and wiped his coarse 
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lips. On my honour it is what I should do in your place. It’s the 
only way to deal with a thief who enjoys that fellow’s power. Hi< 
Majesty s Comptroller-General. That’s where he’s climbed whilst 
you ve been in gaol. You talk easily of squaring accounts with him 
Do you suppose you can call out a man of that eminence? Faith my 
way is the only way, and may God damn me but I’m so hard-driven 
myself these days that if you take it I’ll lend a hand for a share in 

.1 1 i n in 

the plunder. 


“Can you be mad enough to propose it seriously?” 

“Sane enough. Though I confess it’s nearer to purse-cutting 

than I’ve come yet in my evil days. It’s perhaps not to be done just 

as I suggested. That is merely the scheme in the raw. It needs 
shaping. Let us consider.” 

They considered so effectively that on the following morning 

Mr. Law’s secretary, Lacroix, placed before his master a letter which 
occasioned him some thought. 

McWhirter was with him at the time, having come from the 
Rue Quincampoix for his daily orders. He had to announce the safe 
arrival of a cargo of spices from the Indies which should prove 
highly profitable, and a small parcel from China of bohea which 
might be transhipped for sale in England where a beverage prepared 
from that curious roasted herb was beginning to find favour with 
the quality. 

When all this was settled, Mr. Law handed over the letter 
Lacroix had brought him. 

Signed “Duchatel,” it announced that the writer was a holder 
of five hundred shares in the India Company which circumstances 
were compelling him to liquidate at once. For so large a parcel he 
could not expect to command the full value of the day, and to cast 
it upon the market must almost inevitably produce a fall in the 
price. Also he had the best of personal reasons for not wishing it 
to be known that he was the seller, for which reason also he con¬ 
fessed that the name he gave did not disclose his real identity. 
Therefore he offered these shares privately to Mr. Law for an 
immediate payment at the reduced price of seven million livres. 
If, as he hoped, Mr. Law was interested, and, in view of the secrecy 
desired by the seller, would attend in person to make the purchase 
at noon on Friday next at the Cerf Volant in the Rue Quincampoix, 
he would be placing one of the noblest families in France under a 
profound obligation. 

“Ay, ay!” said McWhirter when he had read. He went over the 

* 4 
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1-ttcr a second time, more carefully. Ay, ay. he said again, 

looked up. “Will the shares be forgeries now? 

Mr. Lw shook his head. “In that case he would not wish to 

deal with me personally. A broker would be more easily deceive . 
“Ay. True enough. And what for would he wish to deal with 

you in person?” 

“He gives a reason: secrecy. 

« T n L «„re. Ah well, then, there’s a good half-million profit 


for you. 

“It’s too much.” 


It S too UlUUi. r r 1 - # i 

‘Tm thinking the same. But there s no lack of fools m the 


or Id. 


1(1 

“Nor of knaves,” said Mr. Law. “Still, we’ll not cast away a 

half-million on suspicion. You shall attend for me at the Hying Stag, 

•\neus I’ll give vou a note to say that you’re my man of confidence, 
and that this gentleman may trust you in every way as he would 

IU ' Wliat de Millc had left out of his calculations was that in no 
circumstances would a man of the Comptroller-General’s present 
consequence attend In person to transact an operation of this 


nature. 


Never doubling that the bait must bring Mr. Law to the 
appointment, the Colonel waited confidently in a room above¬ 
stairs, accompanied by a rascal named Lestaing, who stood to him 
much as he, himself, stood to the Count. Horn was not with them, 
since his presence must at once have put Law upon lus guard. He 
w aited in the adjoining room, to intervene only it it should become 

necessary. 

McWhirter presented himself punctually. 

“Monsieur Duchatel?” he inquired. 

“Your servant, Monsieur le Baron.” The Colonel bowed; but 
when he had straightened himself, he stared. This man was almost 
as tail as Law and affected the same type of black periwig But hat 

, * tc\r _ _ \ (rtncumr 1 qcc hf 


was nil iHe 

exclaimed. 


resemblance. “You are not Monsieur Lass 


“His deputy. This will explain.” McWhirter proffered his note. 
The Colonel glanced over it. “I see.” He considered for a 

_ _ - 1 *1 1* ’l a. __ 4 U a T n ».r fllA 


i .,1 


’.oment, and concluded that w 



this might not be Law, the 


i ^ 1 ^ J 


* * ■' r* 
1 i i V 


ney was Law’s, which was all that mattered. “Have you brought 

money?” he as 


te % 


nouey?” he asked. . 

I have it here.” The Scot tapped his bosom where it bulged. 

205 




rr e Jieart-beat the Colonel was upon him. 

He had whipped a small but serviceable bludgeon from hU 

aW C aS he ste PP ed forward he aimed at McWhirter’s head 
a blow that must haw stunned u: ~ ~ J » « • ~ s nead 


McWhirter 


it. 


partly numbing 
himself gr, 


q S0 fght a hug that he was unable to use Z bl^geon Tgafn 

on it h . w“ t t 0Ver W i th SUCh a thud and crash of *he crockery standing 

have resounded through the house. 8 

l he Colonel tripped over one of the legs of it and went down 
upon his back, witli McWhirter___ r ' • - * weni uown 


cc 


locked fall tfe* ki A v , " r ^ wnust m tnat inter- 

his reach He n b ‘ ud f on . sh Pf d from his Angers and rolled beyond 
reach. He now found a knee on his chest, pinning him to the 

floor, and sinewy hands reaching for his throat. 
you!’ ,Cn 3 ^ estain gj” he roared. “Lend a hand, damn 

ButLestaing had taken fright at the noise. He had pushed open 
the lattice and was already astride the sill. Without heedingde 

and l Sar f t n f . Cry> ^ e , lowered himself, hung a moment by his hands, 
more kt himSdf dr ° P to the yard and made off > ^ be seen no 

i ^ cW b lrter, s hands had found the Colonel’s throat, whilst he 
glared at him with one eye through the curls of a periwig that had 
become displaced, and was covering half his face. 

Lie still, you thieving bandit, till the archers come for you,” 

he growled, and to ensure obedience bumped the Colonel’s head 
upon the floor. “Lie still.” 

So much noise warned Horn that things were not going smoothly, 
and brought him in a rush from the adjoining room. He beheld the 
Lolonel m distress under the knees of his opponent, whom he 
supposed to be Law, for the displaced wig was acting as a mask. 

. ^ sl S ht of tbe enemy whom he was there to despoil, apparently 

in the act of strangling de Mille, all the Count’s rancour boiled up 

to rob him of his wits. As much to bring help to the Colonel as to 

gratify his passion of hatred he acted upon blind instinct, whipped 

out his sword and passed it from side to side through the man’s 
body. 

The Scot went limp, and as the Colonel heaved him aside and 
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air 


It. 


t* 


coughed dreadfully for a moment before sinking to lie still ana 

prone upon the floor. ., 

Standing over him, Horn snarled s “So, you dog, you are paid 

at last.” Then across the length of the body Horn and de Mille 

looked at each other, their faces ghastly. ^ . 

*«You fool!” gasped the Colonel, with a hand on his heaving 

chest. “You cursed fool! What have you done?” 

Horn was grinning horribly. “I’ve saved your life, said he, to 

whom the question seemed ungrateful. 

“And you’re waiting for me to thank you, I suppose. By God, 

let us get out of this whilst we can and if we can, or we’ll hang for 

He stooped to recover his hat from the floor, then lurched 
across the room to depart. But a thunder of steps rumbling up the 
stairs made him check and turn. “The window,” he panted, and 
started for it. Horn who was nearer to it was the first to throw a leg 
over the sill. But not soon enough. The door was flung open, and 

the landlord followed by three of his lads swept in. 

One glance at the body prone in a puddle of blood upon the 
floor was enough. Whilst two of them sprang across the room to 
seize the Count before he could drop from the window, the other 
two laid hands on de Mille, who was now too limp even to struggle. 

In grasping the sill, Horn had lost his hold of the sword, with 
which he might have offered a murderous resistance. Disarmed, 
panting, distraught, he suffered himself tamely to be captured. 

It was not until the archers were marching the pair away to the 
prison of La Tournclle that Horn was to realize the full extent of 
the catastrophe that had overtaken him. If he had left the Hying 
Stag under arrest for murder, he had borne with him at least the 
satisfaction of having made an end oi the scoundrel who had robbed 

him of his money and seduced his wife. 

Upon that he would base bis defence when he came to take his 


trial ; and considering the powerful enemies created for his Majesty : 
Comptroller-General by his rise to power, the Count of Horn should 
not want for friends to support him, to plead his righteous cause, 
and to justify him. He could count upon such great nobles as the 
Duke of Noa'ill es, the Duke d’Aumont, the Marquis d’Argcnson and 
the whole body of the Parliament, and in the end of it all he could 
already see himself hailed as the deliverer of France from the evil 
thrall of a foreign adventurer, a Scottish Jew. 



,J‘ f“ be r ca ™ e f° dea f and ‘inevitable to him, that as he trudged 
alongsade of the hang-dog de Mille, through the Rue de VenTse 
into the broader thoroughfare, he was in danger of exulting. 

.. ; ‘' V . aS ° nl y wiu ‘ n the Y were half-way down the Rue Saint-Martin 
mat this heroic dream was suddenly shattered. They had been 

Arust aside by their guards to make way for a magnificent coach, 

drawn by a pair of superb bays, and with footmen behind in clare 

and silver. As it passed them the leather curtain was drawn aside 

and a long, stern, handsome face framed in a black periwig looked 
out of the window. 


It was the face of Mr. Law—of Mr. Law, whom the Count of 
Horn had left dead in a pool of blood on the floor of a room above- 
stairs in the Plying Stag on his way to pay one of his occasional 
visits to the Banque Royale in the Rue Qinncampoix. 

As the Comptroller-General’s brilliant eyes, frowning inquiry, 
rested for a moment on the prisoners under guard, the Count of 
Horn felt his stomach turn over within him. 


CHAPTER XXV 

THE WHEEL 

It was not as the saviour of a nation that the Count of Horn took his 
trial with Colonel de Mille. The indictment pronounced them just 
a couple of common thieves and murderers, and as thieves and 
murderers both were sentenced to be broken alive upon the 
wheel. 

In counting upon dukes and peers to stand by him, at least, 
Horn was not disappointed. And not only dukes and peers, but 
princes, too, beginning with his own brother the Prince of Horn, 
came pleading to the Regent. But all the plea the circumstances of 
his conviction permitted was that he might be hanged or beheaded. 
Thus it was sought to spare him the infamy of the wheel, an infamy 
that must besmirch members of all his family, and so deeply in 
Germany, where he had great connections, that for three generations 
none of them might be admitted to any noble chapter or hold any 
office under the State. 

The Regent, deeply shocked by the outrage, displayed unusual 
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sternness and rigour, accounting it his duty to stand firm and allow 
the law to take its course. 

He quoted Corneille to the pleaders. “It is the crime that 
the infamy,” he answered them, “and not the scaffold.” 

He was reminded that Horn had once been in the circle of his 
own intimates and that, in fact, he was actually a remote kinsman 
of the Regent’s. 

“Very well,” he answered. “I must bear my share of the 
ignominy.” 

The Abbe Dubois and the Duke of Saint-Simon were exhorted 
to employ on the condemned man’s behalf their great influence 
with His Highness. Dubois was too busy at the time preparing 
himself to be received into holy orders, so that he might be installed 
Archbishop of Cambrai, as a preliminary to receiving at last the 
coveted red hat. 

Saint-Simon, however, who was about to go into the country, to 
spend Easter on his lands, tells us in his memoirs that he did inter¬ 
cede, using every argument he knew, and that he actually wrung a 
promise from the Regent that Horn should be spared the wheel, and 
be beheaded instead. 


But as after the Duke’s departure there was no announcement 
of any modification in the sentence, it was widely concluded that 
other influences were at work against the doomed man. 

o 

It was recalled that Angus McWhirter was one of Law’s chief 
lieutenants, and also that there had been a long and bitter feud 
between Law and Horn. Hence, and considering that Law’s 
influence with the Regent was paramount, it was not unnaturally 
concluded—and there was no lack of those to encourage the 
conclusion—that it was the Comptroller-General’s counsel that 
sustained an inflexibility so unusual in the easy-going Regent. 

Appeals for intervention had been addressed to Law from every 
quarter. Amongst the many who had sought him were the Prim e 
de Conti, who had last parted from him in anger and with injurious 
terms, because of unsatisfied greed, the old Due de Villeroy, who 
had always been his enemy, and even d’Argenson, to whom he had 

- * * O * 

become detestable since the ruin of the anti-system and the Mar¬ 
quis’s loss of the Comptrollersliip. 

To all of them, without entering into details, Mr. Law replied 
that finance and not justice was his department and that he would 
account it an unpardonable presumption in himself to submit their 
pleas to His Highness. 
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' Villeroy, turning pale with anger under his mmM l « . 
that if Monsieur le Baron would not intervene in Hnr * f Cgged 

at least, he should abstain from intervening against h' u favour » 
Mr. Law had nulled the hell . i a pon 


Monsieur le Marechal 


Monsieur 


stormed 


--**& «■ wenxgcxuus pain. 

1 ha ^e endeavoured to make it clear,” said Mr. Law always 
urba " e > tbat ln tlus matter I tread no path at all.” 5 

and stamped out!^ Wh3t “ dangerous >” shouted Marquis, 
Monsieur de Conti had similarly prophesied that Monsieur le 

S°CoZ of H^ h,mSdf if ^ ^ " 0thing arrcSt the 


Mr 


“That should be a matter for regret to you, mon prince, 


99 


said 


Mr 


lor rejoicing, if you persist in your aloofness. 


)) 


“Nay, sir- 

In this manner those three who detested him, and now" detested 

him the more for having been under the necessity of appealing to 

him, departed in a still deeper rancour because of what thev 

accounted the arrogance of a refusal that had lacerated their over¬ 
weening pride. 

The last to seek him in this matter were Lord and Lady Stair. 
Horn had been a close friend of theirs. It was they, in fact, who 
had introduced him to Law’s household. To strengthen themselves 
they sought to enlist the aid of Catherine, and induced her to lend 
it. She recalled her tender passages with the Count and was disposed 
to condone his attempts upon her virtue, charitably and femininely 
attributing them to the excessive ardours she had aroused in him 
and had even encouraged until they became too ardent. 

Together the three sought Mr. Law in his study, and when they 

found him coldly unresponsive to their prayers, Lord Stair had 
recourse to a crowning argument. 

Afy dear Law, it is being widely said that you have intervened 

already, in a contrary sense; that Monsieur de Saint-Simon had 

obtained a promise that Horn should be spared the wheel, but that 

you have since persuaded His Highness to disregard it. That, my 

friend, is not an imputation under which you can comfortablv 
he.” 


U 


Why 
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“Why not! You admit, then, that it is true.” 

“I do not. But if it were, who could blame me? The murdered 
man was a valued friend and loyal servant. I should be doing poor 
justice to his memory if I raised so much as a finger for the least 
mitigation of the punishment of his assassin.” 

“That I can understand. But you do yourself no good 
service if you permit the general belief to be confirmed by the 

execution.” 

“A mere argument of expediency, my lord.” 

And then her ladyship made an unfortunate contribution to the 
discussion. “Have you never killed a man, Mr. Law?” 

Mr. Law’s grey eyes were stern in a face whose natural pallor 
was deepened by indignation. But his voice, if charged with bitter 
irony, was level. “Is it possible that your ladyship insults me by 
comparing an act of mine in the way of honour with a brutal 
murder committed by a thief?” 

Stair accounted it necessary to hasten to his wife’s aid. “No, 
no,” he cried. “But when you charge Horn with being a thief you 
are forgetting that he believed he was recovering his own, of which 
he was under the impression—of course the mistaken impression— 
that you had defrauded him?” 

“Is that also to be laid to my charge?” 

“You should not ignore that it might be. Horn was talkative. 
He complained bitterly and widely.” 

“And because he was a liar and defamer as well as a thief and 


a murderer, I am now to plead for him. Let me tell you something 
which is not generally known, in which you may discover vet 
another reason for my intervention. Horn believed that it was I, 
myself, who had gone to the Flying Stag, whither he sought to lure 
me by a letter in a false name. Fie came into the room only when 
McWhirter and de Mille were struggling on the floor. He could not 
see McWhirter’s face because his wig had fallen across it. So that 
when Horn passed his sword through McWhirter he believed that 
he was passing it through me.” 

“Oil!” It was an outcry of horror from Catherine, who sprang 
to hrr feet, her face suddenly white. 

* 4 

Mr. Law turned to her. “You said?” 


“Oh, John!” She was fiercely vehement. “You’ll believe that 
if I had known this I should never have joined Lord and Ladv 
Stair to plead with you. I should never even have brought them to 
you. Why didn’t you tell me?” 
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gain coldly to Law and then to Catherine. "Madam 


Mm ^ 

obedient. 

When in frosty dignity they had departed, Catherine looked at 
her husband through a blur of tears. He stood by his writing-table, 
deep in thought, a frown darkening his brow. 

"John, was it true what that woman said?’* 

“What did she say? She merely repeated a falsehood put about 

by that shameless man Horn.** 

“A falsehood?’* 

Because he scorned to lie to her, he answered: “As it happens. 


Yet it might have been true and would have been true but that 
Margaret would not have it so." 

“Oh, John!" she cried. 

He looked at her with his bitter smile. “What’s to surprise you? 
Yourself you believed it true. You taunted me with it when sus¬ 
picion was your only evidence. And why this wail of outraged 
virtue? Have you notliing on your side with which to reproach 
yourself? Or is it possible that you still do not realize how much? 
Trace all this mischief to its source. Or don’t you know where to 
find it? Then I will tell you. 

“Knowing Horn’s evil repute you encouraged his gallantries. 
Against my wishes you went to Sceaux in order to afford him 
opportunities, and but that his Countess watched over you, it is 
likely that you would have succumbed." 

Fiercely she broke in. “Did Margaret Ogilvy say so? Did she 
tell you that?" 


Where was the need? Yourself you told me, when on your 
return from Sceaux you said that you never wished to see the Count 
of Horn again. Whether you have seen him since or not you will 
know better than I. I have not spied upon you." 

Again she interrupted fiercely. “Because you did not care. Do 
y r, u make a virtue of it?" 


He paid no heed, but went relentlessly on, “Your laudable 
sesolvc not to see Horn again was taken too late, the harm was 
aiready done. It happened earlier, when the ilagrancy of his pursuit 
ot you and your encouragement of it were giving rise to scandal. 

With the innuendoes of Lady Stair in my cars I thought it 
ionc to take steps to protect my honour. I requested him to cease 
attentions to you which were becoming too assiduous. You will recall 

| V * 

'-i.it he attempted to strike me, and taking the will for the deed I 
tkinundcd the ordinary satisfaction that obtains between gentlemen. 



ar > - **. *~ -Hi »■ e rs^,t£ 


“After 


First he all?^ n; lr ., vmaicuveness upon his doom 


a „ j T - v — r uuA Angus went 10 oe murdered 

spare j t 

Regent to show no mercv.” f havin « «** 'he 

His bitter laugh cut her like a wliip. “Do you begin to see 
a henne, the havoc your easy smiles have wrought?” ’ 

knee^r,^ 8 hers ®f. in an S uish - her ha "ds locked between her 
taees. I thought you did not care,” she wailed. “That is what 

other man wlrn i!?! J? hn ’ do Z ou S “PP°«= any 


easy 




smiles? Those smiles 


my'chUdrem”" 17 ""k' Y ° U ^ my “ ame- Y ° U are the mother of 

“Have you always remembered that, John?” She asked the 

question plaintively. 

“Always though never given credit for it. Always, though 

constantly charged with imagined infidelities. Always until lately 

when temptation snapped the bond of duty your levity had worn 

thm. However, as I’ve said, to that temptation it was denied me to 
succumb. 


^ For that, at least, I suppose I may thank God,” she cried. 

Margaret Ogilvy,” said he, as he sat down at his writing- 

table. “It was the virtue of this woman you miscall that made the 
barrier.” 


She sat for a moment miserably considering, then spoke very 

quietly. At least you have been honest with me, John, and I owe 

it to you to be honest in my turn. When I suspected—when you 

gave me cause to suspect your relations with the Countess of Horn, 

I sought the Count again. I deliberately used his . . . his interest in 

me, in the hope of forming an alliance with him, so that he might 

place his wife beyond your reach. I was desperate . . . desperate to 

save us both, John. Can you understand?” Without waiting for his 

answer, she went miserably on to make a full avowal of her aborted 
association with Horn. 

Whilst his countenance remained impassive, yet, despite himself, 
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his heart was touched by a confession which but For his preconcep¬ 
tions might well have vouchsafed him more than a glimpse of the 
true state of her feelings for him beneath their habitually shrewish 
surface. For a spell when the tale was told there was silence between 
them, save for the quiet weeping of the woman huddled miserably 
in her chair. 

When at last he spoke again it was very gently. “Dry your tears, 
Catherine. What is done is done, and it shall never again be 
mentioned by me. I accept my part of the blame. Do not imagine 
that I don’t perceive it, and how much we are both of us the sport 
of destiny.” 

She roused herself to look at him. He sat erect, staring sternly 
before him, his hands gripping the arms of his chair. She was all 
humility. “You can be generous, John. More generous perhaps than 
I deserve. But what now?” 

“Now?” 

“What are you going to do?” 

“Do? Why, nothing.” 

“But you must. You know that woman Lady Stair. You know 
her malice. Do you think it will allow her to keep silent, that she’ll 
not tell the world that McWhirter was killed in your place? Hasn’t 
she warned you of what would then be believed? Oh, why, why did 
\ ou tell them?” 


“It was a folly, I confess. I perceived my error as soon as the w r ords 
were out. But I was hard driven, as you saw.” 

“If it were put about that the Count of Horn thought he was 

killing his wife’s lover, that would partly rehabilitate him as she 
said.” 


“Does it matter? He is naught,” 


thinkin 


of you, John. His rehabilitation w ill be at your expense. Don’t vou 

a s 5 4 

t r i * i. J * 


S t'' f * 


ii 


I see,” he said. But what he suddenly saw r was that it would 

i _ 


:d- o be at the expense of Margaret’s good name. 

“Then you will go to the Regent?” 

“It will be better,” he said, his tone fiat and dull. “Yes. I will 
go. He rose. “I will tell Laguvon to order my carriage.” 

In passing, he paused, looking down upon her, touched by an 
anxiety for him, of which he had long since ceased to believe her 
capable. Meeting her raised, piteous glance, he smiled wistfully, 
and his fingers lightly touched her dark brown head. “Poor 




ferine,” he said, and sighed. “Fate has had great sport with u, 

She swung round in eagerness to answer him: but he was m, 
before she could find words, and it was late when he returned to 

proclaimed his failure before He P HlS dark Iook 


# O ** UX j 

proclaimed his failure before he spoke. 

he announced. “I have never known His 


“A wasted effort, 


tt- , , V ^, 5 aiiU ^uiicea. i nave never known His 

ghness so hard. There is no obstinacy like the obstinacy of a weak 

"biiitv ™i H S • arC 4 t , en *? “ C - F ° r once he was in a mood of 
obihty. It is being said already, 5 he told me, ‘that in this realm 

there is one law for the noble and another for the simple. 

t s all not be said in the case of a brutal murder by a vulgar 


thief. 5 


^ l eav cit there. I told him that I begged leniency for 

my own sake ; I told him that it was being bruited that out of 
vindictiveness it was I who was urging His Highness to this severity. 
He was angily ironical‘We shall bear the blame together, then. 

word S » ° U d be ha PPy in the association. 5 And that was his last 


. 9? the t Allowing Tuesday—the Tuesday of Easter Week—in 

the PJace de Gr^ve, the high-born Count of Horn and Colonel de 

Mille suffered the dreadful, brutal punishment of being broken 
alive upon the wheel. 

*he day after that, as the Regent drove through the streets 

of Paris, he was greeted by acclamations of a fervour he had never 
yet known. 

For his stern undiscriminating justice the populace hailed him 

as its protector. It was being said—according to the Regent’s 

German mother that however lenient His Highness might be 

towards offenders against himself, he forgave nothing that was done 
against a subject. 

Mr. Law sneered when it was reported to him. “He will now 
account himself justified of bis severity. 55 

But when later in the day Mr. Law himself drove forth, he was 

shocked to find himself the object of similar demonstrations of 

respect and affection, and he took shame in the thought that it 

sprang from the belief that the Regent’s severity was largely due to 
his advocacy. 

Again he sneered as he spoke to his brother who rode with him. 
He said that we should share the blame. Meanwhile we share the 
plaudits. And, faith, one is as distasteful as the other. 55 
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CHAPTER XXVI 


FAREWELL 

Arising out of all this, a queer mood of disgust with all things was 
still upon John Law when, a week or so later, he learnt that Margaret 
was again in Paris. 

He was perhaps justified in accounting it no less than a duty 
to present himself at the house in the Rue d’Argenteuil; but it is 
not to be pretended that inclination had no part in it. 

On this occasion there was neither porter nor footman to admit 
him. He was conducted by the Countess of Horn’s maitre d’hotel 
through a house enshrouded as if it were untenanted. Only the 
boudoir, where he was again received, had been cleared of its 
mantlings and was gay as of old with its damask and its lacquers. 

There Margaret came to him, straight and lissom in her black, 
a mourning assumed out of regard for the circumstances rather than 
for the actual dead. 

“I thought that you might come,” she said, with a wan smile, 
and put forth her hand. 

He bowed over it and bore it to his lips. “Did you hope it?" 
he asked. 

She gave him a slow', searching look before replying. “I scarcely 

know. All this has distracted me so much that my senses are a little 
numbed.” 

^1 ht\ sat dow n, with half the room between them. “I am merely 
passing through Paris,” she informed him. “Pausing only to set 
affairs in order. Naturally I shall not now stay in France. The name 
oi Horn has been made too infamous.” She paused before adding: 
“In all this miserable affair the only ray of light for me is your 
escape from the fate that man intended for you.” 

The words took him by surprise. His long face became grim. 
I sec that Lady Stair has lost no time.” 

“She came this morning to condole with me.” 

And to bring you matter calling for still deeper condolence." 

She told me that it is widely known that you persuaded the 
Regent to show the Count no mercy.” 
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smiled 


2? at was kind of her. Did you believ 
inat you so persuaded the Regent?’ 

ups. No. I happen to know you, Tohn ” 
pleading with him to be lenient ” Htghness by 

of the^danger oUhk 

known. I feared that if I sat still Z.rZ -l Y ° U “ Wldcl >’ 

snurched together with mine. As it’ is, unless heHa^yshTpTton^ 

is bridled it may yet happen.” ^ ^ n gue 


/ / 4 * # 

„ You mean that men will say you were my lover, and that the 
Count of Horn s real purpose was to kill you so as to avenge £ 

it all, away, home to England.” S g * ‘ 

“Is the decision irrevocable?” 


know 


jy 


He had thought he did; a nebulous thought that had brought 
him to her. But now her steady questioning glance served to clear 
his mind and spread reality before him. He had known that she 
could not remain in France; he had dimly considered that she was 
now free and, as he conceived, alone and defenceless, whilst 


revulsion 


all that he had so laboriously built. 


mind that they might 


Italy or Spam or Holland, and together at last attempt to re-fashion 
their lives. But her eloquent almost challenging eyes told him all 
that had been obscured from his distorted perceptions, reminded 

4 h f X-k a U n J » a iL! rr* « . . _ _ 


him 
firmly 


, - -* vaa v/uuwiauLta 

were nowise altered by Horn’s death, as at a superficial glance it 

had seemed, or, if alteied, were altered only by the erection of a 
fresh barrier. 


As if she read his mind, this is what she told him when presently 
she spoke. 

I wonder, John, if the world has known a story more ironical 
than ours. The very events that have removed the obstacles between 
us have replaced them by chasms that may not be crossed.” 
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“If it were not for Catherine/’ he said, “I could build a bridge/ 1 

“A bridge across two graves.” Sadly smiling, she shook her head. 
“Do not deceive yourself. To do so merely sharpens torment, denies 
you peace. One of my husbands died by your hand, the other for 
his association with you. Even if you were now free to marry, how 
should we dare? We should be constrained to live in hiding, shunned, 
aware of the contempt that would everywhere be ours, and living 
thus we might come in the end to hate each other. Take the thought 
of that, if not as a balm, at least as a cautery for your wounds. I 
should be on my knees to you, John, for pardon, for having come 
again into your life to unsettle it, if I had not the excuse that I came 
to rescue you when you were in danger.” 

“That you came I shall never regret,” he cried, “whatever the 
present pain. It brought me to knowledge of your great sacrifice, 
it restored to me the reverence in which once I held you, and the 
loss of which left me without reverence for anything. For that, at 
least, I am thankful.” 

“Then keep the thought of it to sweeten your memory of me, 
as my memory of you will be sweetened by that assurance. Seek 
happiness in Catherine, John, for I know that Catherine loves you 
and for me that knowledge would be a barrier if there were no 
other. For, believe me, there is no happiness to be built upon 
another’s sorrow.” 


“Catherine!” he cried, in repudiation. “Should I have come to 
you as I did a year ago if I believed it? Catherine loves herself too 
well to have any love to spare. Of me she loves no more than the 
splendours I provide her. I cannot think that if misfortune overtook 
me I should find Catherine at my side.” 

“I wonder if vou are not mistaken. In mv heart and from what 

4 * 

I saw at Sceaux I believe vou are. But even if I should be wronc, 

vou have still your children. Find your happiness in them, as I 

hope to find mine in my son. He will always remind me of you, 

lor it was for your sake I got him. And now, dear love, it must be 

farewell between us. You were born to be fortunate, as I was born 

10 be gay. Do not be false to your nature as fate has made me false 
to mine.” 


He realized that this was the irrevocable end. There was no 
more to saw 

4 

l or the last time, and for a moment only, he held her in his 

arms. Then he went forth to meet the storm of which the first 
unsuspected clouds were gathering. 
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CHAPTER XXVII 


Whilst 


mutterings of the storm 


Kberality and for the prosperity which he had'h ^ princeIy 
humble ranks, were acclaiming Z- ^ , had br °ught to their 

Wi-d „ ^““«- "to 

of Horn, the quality betran to Innt i J * done upon the C °unt 
reason. 1 Y gan t0 look askance u Pon him for the same 


Whilst 


been quintupled by the grace of Toh t ^ earnmgs * lad h Y n °w 

many of fhem enriefed by him 2 - " Lass >” the noW “. 

with execration. 


yet Sev Wan to C ln ° rn ’ “ ** eyes > ma y h -e merited death 

f .“I 6 * ha ‘«• •«« ‘o look to thei 


privileges when a foreign adventurer usurneH » u t0 thdr 

insist upon the infamy which had attended H *?° Wer couId 

this was the tale i i- . attended H om s execution. For 

ne tale, sedulously disseminated by the vindirtiw A> a-„« 

•“ syp 17 s t “ E 

t==SS S3 

It was his friend the Duke of Antin who brought Mr Law 
the warning that this tale was spreading. ° ’ L 

to 2““ 1 kn °' v , :t for ^ foul lie,” said his Grace. “But how 

h loves it.” “ f ° Ul ^ “ nd ,hC f0uler U is > the ^tter 

w ^ ^ nt j. n ,^' e rare ex perience of beholding the imperturbable 
hlr Law livid with anger. “The truth was proved at the trial. And 

here is the evidence " He sought and produced from amongst his 
papers the Duchatel letter. 6 

Conclusive enough, in all faith,” the Duke agreed. ‘‘What 

can be done to make it known, I’ll do. But slander is of rank and 
hardy growth. 

“I am aware of the source of it,” said Mr. Law. “But, of course, 
it is too late to seal it up.” 
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Nevertheless, he went off to the British Embassy, demanded to 
see Lord Stair, and made his plaint in uncompromising terms. 

“This abominable tale, my lord, is a mean return for the profit 
you have had from me so as to repair your down-at-heel circum¬ 
stances. I warned your lordship that if this thing were put about I 
should require a strict account of you. 5 * 

They faced each other across Stair’s writing-table, the tall Scot 
and the short one. The ambassador strove with his dignity. His 
face was white, his prominent eyes bulging with wrath. He spoke 
stiltedly. “I resent your terms, sir. Yet I’ll condescend to assure 
you that the rumour is not of my circulating.” 

“Will you condescend to assure me that it is not of your wife’s? 
Or do you take shelter behind her ladyship’s petticoats? If you deny 
that between you you are responsible for the slander, I shall give 

you the lie. For by my own indiscretion, it was known only to you 
that McWhirter was mistaken for me.” 


Stair’s livid face, attempting a lofty smile, achieved a death’s- 
head grin. “You will have the decency, sir, to remember my office 
here, and that it precludes me from asking satisfaction.” 

“The Count of Horn took some such tone with me when I 

required him to cease his attentions to my wife. I broke him for it, 
ai I shall break you. my lord.” 


Break me! gasped his lordship, and laughed in derisive anger. 

But Mr. Law had already turned on his heel and was stridin g 
from the room. 


He went straight to the Palais Royal and Dubois. He urged his 

demands peremptorily. “Monsieur l’Abbe, that man Stair is circu¬ 
lating a lie that hurts my honour.” 

The Abbe looked up at him, startled by the absence from his 
i one of its normal urbanity. “And what, pray, can I do about 

i f 9 

i .. 


> If nothing suggests itself, I’ll tell you. He denies me satisfaction, 
Mieitcnng himself behind his office. Strip him of it.” 

^ Strip him of it? In God’s name, how can I do that?” 

How ? ^ re >'°u not Secretary of State for Foreign Affairs? 
^eqmre Lord Stanhope to recall him.” 

“God save us!” Dubois was appalled. “What are you asking? 
^ on know there are limits. ...” 

arC nonc * ^ ou are s * ow to understand. These slanders 
j onycr me, and I a in not to be endangered. I carry on my 

the whole burden of the finances of France, like Atlas 
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shouldering the world. If through tj,» v 

made to stumble, there will be chaos IV.' 1Ce ° V 13 * man 1 8111 

The Abbe scratched his fulrid £d sucfcd“ Z 

But you are asking for extreme ln hls follow cheeks. 

“No less. You’ll take them n ures > Monsieur Atlas.’* 

and there’ll be no red L/foryo"-'° U neVer ** t0 Cambrai, 

*' A M J _ _ ^*>1 • / * 


me. 




;S i d ° ii : 

it- X° r , ^ at > rou nee d do is to explain the pravitv *%, 
be nece arv pf ^°a er P ' Ut y0U ’ U find that «> much will no! 

necessary Good day to you, Monsieur 1’Abbe.” 

‘‘l shotdd^never have^ 1 "^ 7?* quavcrin » to the Regent. 

violent ’’ he laming ^ Monsieur could be so 

T . * , lamente dj ln dehvermg his message. 

affecrion°L e ,h eCt th K “T readily because His Highness had no 

inform T n,vl sf a ™ bassador > and a courier set out that very day to 

m M^ T at 7 rf ‘ he / act that Stai c had become obnoxious 

If th.fi • W “ en0 J Ugh ’ For such by lbcn was Europe’s view 
ol the financial preponderance acquired by France and such the 

respec or its architect that no foreign government accounted it 
prudent to incur the Comptroller-General’s displeasure. 

ithin the week the Earl of Stair had the mortification of being 
reca e an the further mortification of knowing whence the blow 

descended. He made what mischief he could whilst packing his bags, 
and let it he winplv known __i • • « 


in disgrace. 


Although there was little love for him, and, as the Regent’s 
mother wrote, the Regent was glad to be rid of him, yet his recall 
served, as he reckoned, to deepen in Court circles the growing 
resentment of the pride and power of a Scotsman, so swollen that 

he rrmln nr^alr l.*_ _ mi t « 


, at ms wm. L»aw oecamc the more 

detested, because it was now perceived how much he was to be 
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feared, and this detestation began to study ways to sap the ground 
under his feet. 

The Regent, aware of that wave of weighty hostility against 
his Comptroller, threw all his prestige into the scales against 
it, honouring Law in public on every occasion, and showing himself 
frequently with him in his box at the Opera. If, as a consequence, 
none dared to display open incivility, yet the campaign against him 
was preparing underground, led by his whilom friend and now 
bitterest enemy, the dispossessed d’Argenson. 

The Marquis’s shrewdness perceived that vast and imposing 
though the financial edifice of Mr. Law’s construction might be, the 
frenzy of speculation had rendered it top-heavy. This frenzy con¬ 
tinuing, the shares of the India Company had reached by now the 

monstrous price of twenty thousand livres, which was forty times 
their issued value. 


Just as this nourished the hostile hopes of d’Argenson and his 
associates, so it renewed the fears of the prudent William Law. 
Armed with a sheet of figures, he sought his brother on a day of 
spring, a little while after Stair’s recall, the day on which the shares 
had reached that phenomenal level. 

“I’ve brought you a statement for the year, John, which you 
should study. It shows a profit on overseas trading of seventeen 
millions, with another seven millions from benefits on tobacco, salt 
and minting. Add to this sixty-three millions between interest on 
the national debt and profit on the tax-farms, and you have a total 
revenue of some eighty millions. This might provide a dividend of 
live per centum on the capital for which the shares in the India 
Company were originally issued. Will you tell me what is the 
imperceptible fraction of that available for the ten milliards which 
h thc Present capital value of the stock?'’ 

Mr. Law studied the sheet cursorily, and tossed it back. “You 
aic tilling me that for a reasonable interest on that capital wc 
require four or five hundred millions, whereas at present we possess 
but eighty. That is merely to renew the old arguments.” 

“Do you know of any fresh ones?” 

As I’ve told you before, those who buy at these prices must 
understand what arc the present resources. They are easily com¬ 
puted. It follows, then, that they buy for the sake of future profits 
horn the colonies when developed.” 

“Ay, ay, when developed. But when will they be developed to 
(he extent of offering an adequate return on a capital value such ai 


this? You promised to take order ah™.* i • 

But nothing’s done. Every report shows C0 ! 0msts of Louisiana, 

useless without proper direction, whifafthf U | P *^ g 

composed of wastrels who will not work Tk * *l! tC popu atl0n » 
cou ^ t remain locked in the soil.” * e nc ^ es on w hich you 
I ve not overlooked it In fort 

s ted 1 ^ ks * 

press-gangs that obuinld L^la^forThT 611 ^ m' SyStem ° f 

possessed the Regent’s authority he wouH annlv i^' r™ ^ he 
to populate the colonies. 7 d PP y u ln France , so as 

He would see Le Blane nr MO * T • 

Police, and decree a round-up of all ^sel*^ “General of 

thieves, able-bodied beggars, vagabonds, pro^ituto'lfth'^’ 
and ship them out to find an honest oudet for thehTet^r ^ 

ctr P o P / £ 

” p s” - ■>» »y safes £ 

It dissipated some of William’s gloom. “I like it fine I’ll ,n„ 

« s acanny notion.” Then with a return of his misgivinvs “I wonlH 

you had thought of it earlier ” he grumbled. “If you fad K 

As it is tW ° Jwt 80 ’ iT m ‘f ht be § arne ring the fruits by now 
thought' of that?” 6 "' faUh Sh ° Uld tUm t0 P anic ? ^ve you 

snecuktof vnt^o bee “ 0 "*. of reckonings since those crazy 
speculators got to work to drive the price to these wild levels ” Y 

Can you provide for it?” 

Mr Law shrugged irritably. “They say I work miracles. But 
after a 1, I am not God. I can only hope that they will possess’ 

that abundance. Meanwhile, we’ll do as we can. A little judicfous 

ZSS322? markCt> ty makinS gambHng ma >’ W 


JJo you sleep o’ nights, John?” 

“Peacefully.” 

t “ A Z’ Y f VC ^ gamester’s temperament. Would God I shared it. 
I might sleep easier myself.” 

“Perhaps my handling of the stock will help you.” 

Craftily he went about it. He brought down prices by appar- 
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ently forced liquidations which compelled weak holders to sell, and 
then allowed them to rebound, only to drive them down once more. 
These fluctuations rendered speculation wilder than ever, but, thus 
deliberately encouraged, they achieved the immediate object of 
distracting attention from the lack of dividends by supplying quick 
gains for the fortunate operators. 

But whilst Law gave his attention to this pumping so as to keep 
the ship afloat until harbour should be reached, d’Argenson went 
about intensifying the storm by which he hoped to wreck it. 

He decided to open his campaign with an attack upon Law’s 
paper money. He computed that the bank-notes in circulation 
represented some two thousand five hundred millions, which was 
three times the value of France’s minted gold. This grossly excessive 
paper currency, which rendered Law s position extremely vulner¬ 
able, resulted from the original omission to provide that only bond¬ 
holders of the national debt should have the right to subscribe for 
the respective issue of the India Company stock. 

As a consequence, by the time a great many of them had been 

paid ofT in notes, they were unable to acquire shares unless prepared 

to pay the inflated prices demanded by the speculators who had 

snatched them up. Out of reluctance to do this they had clung to 

their bank-notes, so that these had not come to the India Company 

to be cancelled as was projected, but remained to swell to a danger¬ 
ous extent the circulation. 


Quietly at fiist, but sedulously, d’Argenson’s agents spread the 

tale that Law was depositing for himself abroad large quantities 

of the French gold he had obtained in exchange for worthless paper. 

Alarm spread quickly and a run on the bank for specie was led 

by the Prince dc Conti, who by the favour of Mr. Law had amassed 
an enormous fortune. 

In order to turn his paper into coin the Prince came to the Rue 

Cjunt-ampoix ostentatiously with three wagons, upon which he 

ou ed the gold and the silver which he drew from the Bank T he 

effect of tins spectacular action was to spread the generafaUwm 

upon which de Conti reckoned. The share market was suddenly 

paralysed, and die operators fell into queues to besiege the Bank 
with their demands for specie. 

For a moment it looked as if this avalanche must sweep away 
Mr Law and his system. But the public had to deal with absolute 
p which could be yielded with unscrupulous skill, and Mr. Law 
was prompt to wield it. By an immediate edict he ofliciallv depreci 
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Sis' and * - 

Those^rtrS to “rtefgoTd ^ 

impetuously to return it. nC1 S 01 ®' now queued as 

At Mr. Law’s instances the Prince de Pnnh’ 
manded by the Regent and all but threatened with 

-h, iJL, c t r 

The position being restored, and in orde'r to prevent a repetition 
irther edict was nrnrrmln-a + a A ?.• __ petition, 


.o b. p™, b> r »rs;r 

fa™ Of pb« „d .Aleh gM ^ 5, ver 4^“^~ 

It was one of those desperate measures of compulsion whirl, 
governments in difficulties have occasionally adopted, and which 

disasmr Ik effect^ 13 ' 6 rCSUlt have " ever ended otherwise than in 
, Its encct now was to sow disquiet in the public mind Of 

lh,s, d Argenson, foiled in his first assault, took advantage to attack 

irhfv^aTk^JL^i’Z il was against ,he India Com P an y 


that he unmasked his batteries. 

Operations happened to be favoured for him by a spreading 

scandal resulting from the activities of Mr. Law’s press-gangs’ 

which by now were operating throughout France. The measure’ 

wise and provident in itself, if belatedly adopted, was being grossly 
ill-conducted. 7 


The men charged with the impressments, and commonly known 
by now as the Bandoleers of the Mississippi, were executing them 
with a brutality that shocked the country. The fundamental dis¬ 
honesty so commonly displayed by underlings in the exercise of 

government authority, especially in the case of coercive measures, 
was actively at work. * 

By the peculation of those responsible, hordes of unfortunates of 

both sexes, caited to Bordeaux for shipment, were left on the way 

without proper nourishment or shelter, so that many of them 
perished miserably. 

The survivors were embarked in overcrowded floating hells to 
be further decimated by disease and death, whilst those hardy 
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enough to reach Louisiana alive, instead of labouring, were soon 
pursuing in the New World the activities which had made the 
infamous in the Old. And even this inhumanity was not the worst 

of it. 

The Bandoleers of the Mississippi w ere not slow to perceive in 
their functions the opportunity for further and still more remunera¬ 
tive corrupt practices. They no longer confined their impressments 
to rogues and vagabonds. Many a respectable citizen found himself 
caught up in that infamous net to the end that he might ransom 
himself by payment. 

The knowledge of these abominations spread rapidly, and the 
a me for them was assigned to Law at the prompting of his enemies. 



The muttcrings of a storm of execration swelled up and at last 
broke upon him. Instead of the acclamations to which he had 
become accustomed on his public appearances, he was greeted now 
by obloquy, and more than once his carriage was pelted with filth 
and stones. 

As indomitable in the face of this as he had been imperturbable 
in the face of plaudits, he took immediate steps to put an end to the 


abuses. The press-gangs were abolished, and agents 


dispatched 


to Germany, Italy and Switzerland, to recruit industrious labour 
of experience on the land with the offer of two hundred and eighty 
ac res in Louisiana free of all rent and imposts for three years. 

Even the gloomy William admitted the excellence of this 
measure, if not one that could ease the battle against time which 
must be more strenuously joined than ever now that the activities 
of d’Argenson were becoming apparent. 

The Marquis was rendering the public conscious of the ludi¬ 
crously inflated value of the India Company stock, with the asser¬ 
tion. w hit'll it was now impossible to contradict, that it would be 
many years before any return might be expected, if indeed e%’er, 
considering the scandalous failure of the colonizing experiments. 

I le reminded the world of the high rate of interest he had paid 

< n the stock of the anti-system, which Mr. Law had crushed and 
replaced by a stock that bore no fruit at all. He and his friends 
eloquently advocated those who held these fictitious values should 

< <>mert them into stable ones: houses, land, jewels and the like. 

1 he eloquence did its work. The confidence already shaken by 
die enforced measures, was shaken further by that insidious advo- 
c.icy, and holders of the stock began to realize. Gathering momen¬ 
tum, tlie realization came to sweep the Rue Quincampoix like 
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■wind of catastrophe, bringing about 

shares. 


a rapid fall in the price of the 


z eMy • ° tw f lv L thousand 

1 C beginning of the verification 


his 


us operations from banking to the monopoly and direction of the 

pf‘° n . 3 COm ™ e, ; ce - ^e adjured his brother, at least, to save the 
Bank by sacrificing the Company. 

“file Bank,” he contended, “is built on solid foundations and 
can withstand these seas tossed by speculation. Let the gamblers 

of the India Company take their chance. If they lose, Ly can 
blame only their own rashness.” ' 

The advice was sound; but Law faced with these malign infiu- 

ences was no longer the cool gamester of former days. Anger and 

anxiety robbed him of his clarity of vision, dulled his gift of unerrino 
calculation. ° 


The man who had thriven by studying why others lose and by 
his accurate estimation of the odds, was made as reckless as the 
commonest punter, and, like the commonest punter, practised a 
desperate tenacity in the face of this adverse fall of the cards. So it 

was with something of defiance that he rejected his brother’s advice 
and chose, instead, to have recourse to expedients. 

Greatly daring, he made an ostentatious appearance on foot in 
the Rue Quincampoix, arrayed in the robes of his office of Comp¬ 
troller-General and attended by a brilliant retinue of nobles, which 
included the Duke of Antin and the young Duke of Bourbon. 

The odium visited upon him as a result of the operations of 
the press-gangs had faded by now from the public memory, so 
notoriously short, and his appearance in the panoply of his high 
estate, handsome, serene and masterful, became the occasion of a 
demonstration above all his expectations. D’Argenson, who had 

hoped that he would be beaten to death for his daring, might gnash 
his teeth in disappointment. 

He paused in an almost royal progress to greet some of the more 
prominent agioteurs and hold them in talk. Airily he announced 
that very soon the Regent would be promulgating fresh edicts of 
great advantage to the Company. Further profitable properties, 
he assured them, were shortly to be added to its already vast 
possessions, whilst the new colonists setting out for Louisiana were 
industrious men chosen for their expertness in cultivation. Although 
an immediate yield was naturally not to be expected, the India 
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Company’s foundations were too sound to leave in the discerning 
any doubts of its ultimate success. The fall in values could, there¬ 
fore, be no more than a passing phase, and those deluded men whose 
timidity had produced it would soon have reason for regrets. 

Remembering that his every forecast, even when most derided, 
had never failed to be fulfilled, his words were attended by a revival 
of confidence and a recovery began at once. 


CHAPTER XXVIII 


CATASTROPHE 


Coming home from that triumph in the Rue Quincampoix, Mr. 
Law found Catherine awaiting him in a fever. At sight of him, 
serene, if faintly flushed, she ran to meet him with something between 
a laugh and a sob. 

William was with her, and no whit less anxious. Both spoke at 
once. 

“Thank God you are safe, John.” 

“Safe?” He smiled, a little quizzically, upon this breathless 
solicitude. “Why, what was to be feared? Of course I am safe, and 
so, too, I think,” he added, with a glance at William, “is the India 
Company. Before I left the Rue Quincampoix to the old cry of 
Vive Monsieur Lass, the stock was already rising again.” 

“You’ll want to talk to Will,” said Catherine. “I’ll leave you 
now that I know that all is well with you. But I’ll come back when 
he has gone. 

He watched her from the room, his smile enigmatic. 

The anxiety for him which she betrayed supplied a climax to 

a change that had been apparent in her ever since that talk of theirs 

following upon the last visit of Lord and Lady Stair. Penitence for 

her unwitting part in the events which had aroused the hostilitv 

# 

against him and perhaps the assurances he had given her, had 
served to soften her. Her shrewishness had melted into a humility bv 
which she sought to make amends. 

“We grow considerate,” he said, as the door closed upon her. 

William’s manner was a reproof in itself. “All morning the poor 
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she learnt where you had gone and theriskto whTh T/™?" 
be exposed. She was bitter with me for having let vou JZ 
anyone under God could ever hold you back ” 8 ’ 1 ° r 

shouMbemminTfe 0 ^/^ 1 d,ArSenS ° n ^ **•* that I 
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Jealousy 


know 


Sometimes perhaps, and sometimes for another. It may not 
always be easy to distinguish, especially if you come to it with 
notions preconceived that distort your vision. Have you ever 
thought that jealousy is a torment, dear, to some women?*’ 

What then? Am I to be patient with that?’’ 

“If you contribute to it.” 


Is it possible that I have now become an homme d femmes in 
your eyes, too, Will? I thank you.” 

“There is your past,” William reminded him. “That overeav 
youth of yours.” 

“That! Bah! The past is done with.” 

“The past is never done with. It is always and in all things there, 

to explain the present. Only by infinite patience could you have 
brought her to forget it.” 

“Patience! Faith, Will, I’ve always been accounted a patient 
man. But no patience is without limits. I bore with her groundless 
jealousies until they distracted me; then in self-protection I made 
myself impervious and insensible to them.” 

“And thereby sharpened them the more. She would explain 
your indifference in only one way. That made her resentful, and 
out of resentment she became shrewish; because she was shrewish 



you ar moured yourself in yet stouter indifference. And so, each 
reacting upon the other, the gulf between you has steadily 

widened.’* 

Mr. Law stood still and looked at his brother, the quizzical 
smile once more on his thin lips. “You seem to be describing the 
inflation of values that is exercising us. But what is this, Will? Has 
Catherine made you more than ever her advocate?” 

“By her conduct this morning,” William agreed emphatically. 
“If you had seen her distress as I did, her very anguish at the thought 
of your peril, you could never doubt her affection for you. I was 
with her, John, and I tell you again as I’ve told you before that 
under all the seeming levity of her nature, under all her frowardness, 
that woman loves you. I’ll never believe but that by gentle handling 

you could shape her to your will.” 

Still looking at him, with a lift of the brows, Mr. Law took 
thought a moment; then slowly shook his head. “If I could believe 
that . . .” he began, and there broke off with a laugh. “No, no, 
Will. You overlook the alternative: that her distress was rooted in 
fear that if I were destroyed, the social eminence so dear to her 
would be destroyed with me. There would be an end to her salon, 
with its throng of nobles and its sprinkling of abbes and chevaliers, 
to pay their court to her; an end to playing the chatelaine at 
Guermande; an end tocher lackeys, her equipages, her black boy, 
and the rest. Matter enough in all that to alarm Catherine.” 

William’s eyes were sadly reproachful. “I’m wondering what 
proof of your error would satisfy you.” 

“I wonder with you,” said the elder Law. He laughed again, 
without mirth, and upon that the discussion closed, for they were 
interrupted by the entrance of Laguyon to announce that dinner 

was served. 


William stayed to dine with them, and the talk at table was of 
the morning’s events in the Rue Quincampoix, with Catherine 
listening in alternating dread and satisfaction and an occasional 

lute rjeetion. 

The stout and even gay confidence Mr. Law derived from those 
events put heart anew into his doubting brother, so that when 
William departed it was in the conviction that he had been unduly 
mistrustful of the future, and that under the stimulus John had 
applied to the market and under his astute guidance a recovery 
might yet follow to give them the time they needed. 

it did follow, and in the ensuing weeks the shares rose gradually 
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once more from the point to which they had fallen. By the time in 

the belief was general that the slump had been no more than Ae 
manifestation of a transient and groundless panic. 

t .. .*. ls level ° f fiftecn thousand, however, a halt was called bv 
e insidious underground campaign which d’Argenson had never 

relaxed. His strength lay in the fact that he fought with weapons of 
i y against a system built upon illusion. 

Aga j" ^oth the timorous and the astute gave heed to the 

latX 6 ° 1 S S ^ fuUy di sseminated argument that in realization 
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expiring i 
When 


underwent 


increase, raising the level of wages with it, and these again driving 

the price of commodities still higher. And now the falling stock 

began ominously to drag down with it the value of the bank¬ 
notes. 


The beginning of a general loss of confidence set in. 

Despite the edicts putting the paper currency at a premium over 
specie, it was being secretly exchanged at an ever increasing dis¬ 
count for gold and silver, which were being hoarded for the sake 
of their inalienable intrinsic value. 

Fresh edicts, imposing fines and even imprisonment upon 
anyone holding more than five hundred livres in gold, were being 
secretly ignored. For no people will allow itself to be shamelessly 
plundered of its ow r n without resisting. Rewards offered for delations 
and the domiciliary perquisitions that were being made aroused 
hot indignation, both against the Comptroller-General and against 
the Regent by whom he was supported. 

Mr. Law could no longer close his eyes to the mounting dangers 
of the situation. Considering that there were no real values to be 
set against that half-milliard in bank-notes that remained uninvested 
in the hands of the creditors of the State, coercion was his only 
remaining weapon with which to combat the growing depression. 

In despair he had further recourse to it. He subjected specie to a 
fresh devaluation, made the use of paper currency obligatory, 
imposed still harsher restrictions upon the manufacture of gold and 
silver articles of every kind, and forbade the use of jewels into which 
the paper currency was now being rapidly converted. 
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The result was that the government became entangled in and 
hobbled by the endless regulations which a government must 
impose when it attempts to interfere with the free and natural flow 

of values. 

He was too astute not to be aware of the perils such measures 
must invoke; but he continued to take a gamester’s chance, and 
rather than leave the India Company to its fate, as William pleaded, 
refused to divorce it from the Bank, which, once delivered of that 

incubus, might w r ell have weathered the storm. 

He still trusted desperately to time for his salvation in despite 
of those who were cogging the dice against him. But w r hen in its 
slump, the price of the shares had come down to ten thousand 
livres, his enemies came out into the open. The general confusion 
which was ensuing and the increasing reluctance to accept the 
paper currency compelled the summoning of a Council of State to 

deal with the situation. 

It met under the presidency of the perturbed Regent, in that 
same tapestried chamber of the Palais Royal, in which four years 
ago Mr. Law had first expounded the system by which he proposed 
to rescue France from financial embarrassment. Its members were 
almost the same, including even the Duke of Noaillcs, w r ho, whilst 
no longer of the Council of Finance, w r as still a member of the 

Council of State. 

The Marquis d’Argenson, covering his malice with a mask of 
concern, and condoling with Monsieur Lass upon these adverse 
winds of fortune which were threatening destruction to a system 
that once had seemed of such fair promise, came with a plan w'orked 
out to the last detail calculated to accelerate its ruin. 

He expounded that a situation which lie described as ominous 
resulted at once from the inflated value of the India Company's 
stock and from the greatly excessive amount of paper money in 


circulation. 

Whilst censuring in veiled terms the forced measures which were 

o 

aggravating the ruinous course, he proposed that it should be 
arrested by pinning at five thousand livres the price of the shares and 
reducing gradually, month by month, the value of the bank-notes, 
so that by the end of the year they should have readied a definite 
reduction of one-half their face value, at which it might be hoped 


to stabilize them. 

Aghast at such a pi 


sal, sti 


favour with which it was received, and pcrccivin 


more aghast at the 

ij 

tnd Dcrceivintr the ] 


manifest 


malice by 




***^r» b, = 

»JK?S2fcLsra*»*= 

trophe. It will create a panic wW ™. • P eCip,tate a cataj. 

M <«hi, Mgt „. p « »;.:,~„ r r^s ■? 

M«~.ur d’Ai^enson “■ 1 "*>'» 

A shameful question,” NoaiUes reproved him. 

ndecent, mumbled old Villeroy. “Indecent is the I 
one can say of it.” y I1QCCent is the least that 

It required the intervention of the Reaenf tr, u 
storm of outcries that beat about ~ subdue the 


head. 


the Comptroller-General’s 

“Messieurs! Messieurs 1 ” Thf* R t„„ j , 

to repress them Then ventlv u' K g wav ' d plum P white hands 

?*±z 'Z r to ' 

L2i;.- m “ lv= 11 "“ »t. inc. P .E"'r 


Your Hiehness “ y * vvimaraw a question which 

x iignness assures me I was wrone r to ask ” tt« u„ j , 

2 s for 

stock, if it is definitely fixed, as Monsieur le Marquis promises the 
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time 


ultimately 


and before long, once the new colonists ha^ shown their 
worth-may easily be as high as speculation has set it.” 

Someone laughed. Mr. Law, however, paid no heed. 

When we come to the paper currency, however, it is easy to 
demonstrate the disastrous error of the Chancellor’s proposal. Do 
not be dduded into believing that any decree will succeed in 
gradually reducing its value. Once the intention is known, the notes 
will depreciate immediately, and not merely by the one-half that 
is ultimately intended. Consider now, I beg, that there are in 
circulation some two milliards in round figures. 

“Of this, for one and a half milliards the Bank holds real value 
in specie, in trade credits and in fiscal revenues. That leaves only a 
half-milliard—one quarter of the total—for which there is not 
cover, a half-milliard that would have been destroyed had it 
returned to the Bank through the India Company, as it must have 


returned had not the swift rise brought about by speculation pre¬ 
vented State creditors from buying the stock save at prices they 

were unwilling to pay. 5 ’ 

“By whose fault?” growled d’Argenson. 

“Oh, I will admit the fault,” said Mr. Law. “It was my one 

miscalculation in all this.” 

“Your one established miscalculation,” Noailles amended. 

“As you please, Monsieur le Due.” Mr. Law was disdainful. 
“I am not to quibble. Permit me keep to the point. For the sake of 
this excessive one-quarter in the issue of notes it is proposed to 
depreciate the value of the total in circulation by one-half. Whom 
will that profit? Docs it even make sense?” 

“Not to me, messieurs,” said His troubled Highness, and he 
looked round the board for support, but found only Saint- 
Simon’s. 


The little Duke, who is often prim but rarely coarse, tells us 
of the terms in which he denounced the proposal. “It amounts,” he 
said, “to what in matters of finance and bankruptcy is known as 
montrer le cul. By the proposed decree w r e should exhibit it so un¬ 
covered that all would be accounted lost far beyond the reality.” 

But d’Argenson thundered that even this was better, in the face 
of the facts, than that the State should continue to support a false¬ 
hood w : hich was fast becoming evident to all the world. 

“And therefore,” said Law, with biting sarcasm, “it is proposed 
to represent the falsehood as greater than it actually is. As a means 

of combating falsehood that possesses at least the virtue of 
originality.” 


h v - 


argument 


he cried, his heavy jowl thrust forward. “There are facts to be faced. 
They are not to be swept aside by sarcasm. We are confronted with 
the natural, the inevitable reaction from a transient prosperity— 
—transient because false—induced by your system. The situation 
is desperate. Perhaps you do not yet choose to realize how desperate. 
It can be met only by desperate measures.” 

i he Council’s support was hot and unanimous, with the single 
exception oi Saint-Simon; and even Saint-Simon did not further 
press the objection lie had raised. Having expressed it, he con¬ 
ceived that he had done all that could be expected of him or that 
was permitted him by Ins resentment of Law's intervention, as he 
believed, in the case of ihc Count of Horn. 
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pamphlets inciting the people to fresh violence that d’Argenson 
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himself beg 

When after five days of this turbulence, it stiTl showed no signs 

oi abating, he took his courage in both hands, and went off to wait 
again upon the Regent. 

He had learnt that the Parliament in its latest session, in order 
to gratify its abiding rancour of Law, by whose influence it had 
been humbled, and at the same time to present itself in the cherished 

r ^_ e j. ^ e P eo pfe s buckler, had decided to refuse to register the 
offending edict. 


236 


The Regent received the Chancellor in his private cabinet, 
attended only by the elegant La Vrilli&re. His manner was un¬ 
usually stern. 

*‘I hope that having let hell loose upon us, you are now persuaded 

of your lack of wisdom. Monsieur le Marquis.” 

The big man bowed himself double. Agitation had mottled 
his rugged, swarthy face. “A desperate disease, monseigneur, 
demands a desperate cure.” 

“So you said before the Council. I fear you lack originality. Do 
you think to soothe me with stale apophthegms out of Montaigne?” 

“If that were all, I should be less distressed, monseigneur.” 
And at once he related what the Parliament was preparing. 

His Highness received the news with a gust of angry laughter. 
“So! My old friends of the robe have discovered a way to win the 
popularity of the mob.” 

“Your Highness expresses it exactly. May I respectfully submit 
that you should deprive them of that satisfaction by anticipating 
them: cut the ground from under their feet by, yourself, revoking 
the edict.” 

“You submit that respectfully, do you?” His Highness shook 
with anger. “If you had been half as respectful in submitting your 
demand for the decree, we might have been spared this disgraceful 
uproar. You will permit me to tell you, Marquis, that I find your 
submission impudent?” 

D’Argcnson was now shaking in his turn. “Your Highness will 
do me the justice to remember that to a man the Council shared my 


“But you were the advocate, Monsieur d’Argenson, and not 
even to be restrained by the arguments of Monsieur Lass, who 
precisely foresaw what must follow. A panic of appalling reper¬ 
cussions was what he foretold. And we have it. A wise man would 
have remembered the overwhelming proofs of prescience we have 
had from the Baron in the past. If I had been the king I should have 
insisted that he be heeded. Unfortunately 1 am only the Regent. 
Ho’ wever, it is idle to look back. This vicious edict shall be revoked, 
and we’ll hope that it may do something towards arresting the evil. 
La Yi illiero, you will give yourself the trouble of conveying that at 
once to the President de Mcsmes.” 

At the same time, in the kindly hope of reassuring Law, whose 
distress he conceived, the Recent sent word of what he had done on 

’ o 

his own responsibility: that the edict was cancelled and that the 
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She remonstrated fearfully She imnl^ u- 
house “The people’s mood is horrible* “ Z 
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Death to Lass!” he echoed, and laughed “A 
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1 will not let you go,” she cried.” 

tallJundrr 4 T ? ” He seemed to grow 
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• ,T k f sp ? ctacle touched him, and he may well have asked himself 
m that grim moment, when whilom adulatory friends were all 
falling away, leaving him to stand lonely and alone to face the 
seething hatred of thwarted greed, whether his brother mirfit not 
be nght, whether there was not here, as William protested, a 

faitMul heart under the levity and shrewishness which perhaps his 
mdifierence had provoked. 

To reassure her he put on a confident smile, and his tone was 
suddenly gentle. “Courage, Catherine. Have no fear for me. I 
assure you there is not the need. I shall not be long away.” 

The grounds for her fears were soon to become apparent. 
Outside the Hotel de Nevers the street was made safe enough by 
the guards. But in the space before the gates of the Palais Royal 
a small crowd of demonstrators was noisy, and execrations rained 


Mr 
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palace by the ordinary way it would be necessary to drive through 
that mob, and since this might be provocative, he ordered his 
coachman to go on and set him down at the side entrance in the 
Rue de Richelieu. 

He was obeyed, but the crowd came rolling in the wake of the 
carriage, swollen as it went by word that the detested Monsieur Lass 

was now within reach of its vengeance. 

A half-hour later, to the Parliament then in session, the President 
de Mesmes was able to announce the glad tidings that the carriage 
of Monsieur Lass had been smashed to fragments in the street. 
Jubilation, however, was presently tempered by disappointment 
when further word was brought that unfortunately the Comptroller- 
General had no longer been in the vehicle when it was wrecked. 

In fact, when the ugly incident took place, Mr. Law was 
closeted with Dubois, demanding to be taken to the Regent, and 
inveighing against a revocation that could only serve, in his view, 
to pile confusion upon confusion. 

To Dubois, no longer a merely titular abbe, but by now an 
ordained priest and Archbishop of Cambrai, to the see of which he 
had lately been raised, the reason for Mr. Law’s indignation was 
anything but plain. On the contrary, if there was poison in a given 
measure, a contrary measure should supply the antidote. The 
Regent was distressed enough already. Monsieur d’Argenson was 
with him at that moment, having been commanded, and Dubois 
displayed what he termed reluctance to trouble His Highness 
further on so vain an issue. 


Mr. Law’s mood became savage. “You call it vain? My dear 
Archbishop, don’t scruple to quarrel with me if it’s to your profit. 
You will merely be in step with all those I have enriched. The gold 
with \\ hich I have gorged them has nauseated them, and they are now 
vomiting their spite over me.” 

“My G od, my God ! What are you saying? How you wrong me!” 
The weasel face was puckered in real distress. He looked more than 
ever like Monsieur de Voltaire. He had made great profit out of 
die system, and whether grateful or not had no wish to quarrel 
with one who if goaded might make revelations that would be 
awkward for any man, but doubly awkward for an archbishop. 
"Conic to the Regent, then, if you insist. But upon your own head 


the consequences." 

As it happened, engaged in a fresh discussion of the situation 
with the Chancellor the disquieted Regent actually welcomed 



Mr. Law’s arrival. His reccptioi 
condolence. 
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The Regent sat down suddenly, blank Say on his face He 

looked at d Argenson and his voice shook. “Here Is something'thlt 
you left out of your calculations, Marquis.” ® 

“But... m the face of the public clamour...” d’Argenson was 
altering when Mr. Law broke in without ceremony 

It is something that escaped the Council also. I foretold 
what must follow, that the people would not be content to accept the 
course of a gradua reduction, but would at once account thenotes 
discredited, and that, faced with the dread of ruin, the public 
indignation would be terrible. Was anything else to be expected?” 

D Argenson reared his great head to meet the attack. Eyes 
blazing in a livid face, he confronted Law. “For the author of that 
ruin, sir, you permit yourself a singularly bold tone.” 

“It is yourself is the author of the ruin. When machinations to 
iscredit the paper currency by a run on the bank for specie had 
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turned angrily to the Regent “I beg Your 

H fflmraa to protect me from these imputations . 0 

“How?” The Regent, already half-won by Law’s fbrcefubicss, 
looked coldly at the Marquis. 'Are you no longer able to protect 
yourself? You have but to answer Monsieur Lass.” 

“Then I answer without fear of contradiction that if I advised 
the edict it was because the ruin had already overtaken us. Your 
Highness knows that we must go much further back to discover the 
source of this disaster. It springs from a crazy attempt to convert 
France into a single colossal stock company. The effect of such a 
system has been to enrich rascals of every class; to ruin the middle 
class, which is the most honest, industrious and useful of all; 
to confuse the conditions of life, corrupt the public morals, and 
pervert the national character. That is what has been achieved by 
assuming control of commerce and removing it from the hands of 

the experienced merchants who had formerly conducted it on their 
own responsibility and at their own risk.” 

“Even if all that were true, which I am not prepared to admit,” 
said Mr. Law, “it still applies only to the India Company; and 
even then the ruin, which involved only the speculators, was by no 
means irreparable. But so far as the Bank is concerned, these 
allegations are utterly false. As I showed the Council, the Bank is 
fundamentally sound.” 

“With an issue of paper of a half-milliard beyond its resources!” 
roared the Chancellor, beside himself. 

The Regent smacked the table, to call him to order. “Monsieur 
le Marquis, I do not like raised voices.” 



The Chancellor, in confusion, bowed his apologies. Mr. Law 
became still more incisive. “Let me remind you again that that is 
only a quarter of the total issue, and that for the remainder, as I 
demonstrated, the Bank holds solid value. In no case was a cut of 


one half to be justified by a shortage of less than one quarter. As for 

this quarter, given time and prudence it could gradually be 
absorbed.” 

“Do you say so?” d’Argenson sneered. “Then you may easily 
prove it by taking time and prudence. By the revocation of the 
edict the situation is restored.” 


t % 



ored? 


Is it possible that you still believe it? Have you 
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already forgotten my contention that by this revocation we shall 
be branded with dishonesty?’* 

“We have only your word for that, Monsieur Lass.** 

“And when has my word not been verified by the ensuing 
facts?” 

“By God! Your modesty!” ejaculated the Marquis. 

But Mr. Law never heeded him. His tone, invested with a slow 
forcefulness, preserved its quiet level. “At the meeting of the council 
I forecast that the edict would raise a storm. That storm may have 
exceeded your expectations. It has not exceeded mine. It reduced 
the paper currency at a stroke to half its value. My present forecast 
is that the revocation will render it quite worthless.” 

“ Peste! I hope not,” cried the Regent. 

D’Argenson could still assert himself. “Your Highness need fear 
no such consequences.” 

The Regent’s glance sought Dubois, who had remained a silent 
witness. “In God’s name, Archbishop, why don’t you say something? 
Have you no views?” 

The fact was that for some moments the Archbishop’s attention 
had been elsewhere. He had been intently listening to a swelling 
murmur outside which had escaped the other three, engrossed as 
they were. He raised a forefinger, his eyes wide with apprehension. 
“Harken!” he enjoined. 

Even as he spoke there was a resounding crash, and the murmur, 
swelling suddenly, announced itself clearly as the roar of an angry 

multitude. 

“I am afraid,” said d’Argenson, “that the courtyard has been 
invaded.” 

The Regent rose. “Come with me,” he commanded, and passed 
from his cabinet to the gallery that overlooked the court. 

From one of its windows they beheld the place packed by a 
violently clamant mob. In the foreground, three stretchers were 

displayed, and on each there was a human body. 

La Vrilli&re out of breath came hastening along the gallery. In 
gasps he brought out his ugly news. In the storming of the Bank 
that mornik^ ; by a crowd that demanded specie for its paper, three 
men had bedfiP Crushed to death. The mob had brought the bodies 
to the Pala&Tfcoyal, as if to justify by them their angry demonstra¬ 
tion. He also brought word that Mr. Law’s carriage had been 
reduced to fragments, but that coachman and footmen, at least, were 

safe within the palace. 
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God help 


5* 


said the Regent, but without any sign 


>! 


Foi all his softness, he was not without 

Blanc. Tell him to clear the courtya: 

unnecessary violence. Come, messieurs 

Followed by the three he returned to his cabinet and flun 0 

himself ill-humouredly into the chair at his writing-table. 

“Well Chancellor?’* His voice rasped harshly. Do you still 

insist that we need not fear the consequences foretold by Monsieur 
Ljiss^^ * j 

Within the frame of His black periwig the Chancellor’s rugged 
swarthy countenance was almost green. For once his booming 
eloquence failed him. He stuttered before he brought out the 
answer: “Do me right, Highness! After aU, the edict was your 

sce go now you place the responsibility upon me. But I am 
not the King, as I told the Council. I am only the Regent, and I 


Council 


Council 


upon your foresight, by faith in your calculations. He paused, his 
glance sternly upon the Chancellor, who for once m his life stood 
mute, confounded. Then he went on: “I will not ask, monsieur, how 
far those calculations were inspired by prejudice, to use no harsher 
word. 1 - it I must require of you that you bring me the seals of your 

office this afternoon.” 

“Your Highness!” gasped the broken Chancellor. 

His Highness waved a hand. “You have my leave to wit 

After a moment’s palsied hesitation d Argenson bowed lov*, 
bowed as if under a crushing weight. Then drawing himself up, and 
without so much as a glance at the others, he marched heavily out 

of the room. , 

If his vindictiveness listd opened nn ab\ss for Mr. LaAy, e \\ns f 

himself, the first to hurtle into it in disgrace, his career shattered, 
his great ambitions wrecked. 

There was a silence after he had gone. Then the Regent, 
dismissing the dark thoughts that absorbed him, lc^^fl && Dubois. 
“Monsieur de Cambrai, you will send to-day to Fyeftne, to require 
d’Aguesscau to return. In this pass we need a man oflffipwn integrity 
in the Chancellorship. I pray that it may serve to restore some 
confidence. That is all that I can do.” His glance shifted to Law. 

“And now, Baron?” he asked. 
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Mr. Law was again miraculously calm. “Your Highness will, of 
course, require me to resign the Comptrollership.” 

“If it is your wish to relinquish the helm at such a moment.” 

“Not if Your Highness thinks I can still be of service.” 

“I know of no one else whose knowledge of finance I would 
more surely trust.” 

Mr. Law bowed. “Your Highness is very generous. Very 
magnanimous. My system, as your Highness perceives, has been 
laid in ruins. Still, if you command me, monseigneur, I will study 
means to make what repairs may yet be possible.” 

“May God guide and prosper you in that,” was the lugubrious 
prayer, on which the Regent dismissed him. 


CHAPTER XXIX 

THE NADIR 

Unobtrusively and unrecognized, Mr. Law made his way back 
to the H6tel de Nevers, and the waiting, distracted Catherine. 

He greeted her with an ease that belied his feelings, “You see 
how idle were your alarms.” 

“Idle!” Her voice was shrill with reproach. “Do you think I do 
not know that your carriage was smashed to matchwood, and that 
it is only by the mercy of God that you were not in it at the time?” 
“You haven’t realized yet that I work miracles.” 

She seized his arms as if she would shake him. “How can you 

laugh, John, at such a time? How can you?” 

“Calm, my dear. Be calm. The masses are fickle, mere emotional 

animals, never long of the same mind. This mood will pass, and all 
will again be well. Before long you’ll hear them shouting Vive 
Monsieur Lass,’ as before. Meanwhile, I’ve taken thought for you. 
You will leave to-night for Guermande with the children, and 

remain there until this storm blows itself out.” 

“Go to 1 MShermande? I?” She spoke as if scandalized. And 

leave you hefi^tb face these dangers alone? ’ 

“Dangen^Piaugh! Do not let us exaggerate.” 

“You would have me believe that there are none. Then why 

do you wish me to go?” . .. 

“Because I shall have a more tranquil mind for what is to do ll 
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I know that you and the children are safely away from these 


disturbances. 

‘‘And I? f 


moment’s peace, wondering whether you are alive or dead? I 
remain here, John. Understand that. Of the two evils it is the 

IcSS# m *ii i 

This unusual resoluteness took him by surprise. He still sought 
to persuade her to leave Paris for a while; but in the end, finding 


remain. Deeply touched by it m that hour ot trouble and by its 
renewed implication of an affection in which he had long since 
ceased to believe, he recalled his brother s last representations to 
him, and for a moment wondered again whether it was possible 
that William’s sight was clearer than his own. He might have given 
it deeper thought had his mind not been commanded and obsessed 
by the need to consider means of arresting the cataclysm that was 


overtaking them. 

To this he applied himself at once, and what could be done he 
did, so that the Regent, with revived hope had reason presently to 
praise the prodigies by which his Comptroller-General still sought 
in these unutterably difficult circumstances to direct the finances 


of the Kingdom. 

His plan for absorbing the excessive bank-notes lay in the 
re-creation of a public debt for those four or five hundred millions, 
offering it to the State creditors who had failed to purchase India 


Company stock, and whose hands remained full of paper currency 
for which they could find no investment. Meanwhile, in order to 
gain time, he delimited by edict the use of specie by restricting the 
amount to be withdrawn from the Bank on any given day. At the 
same time he shortened the banking hours, and enjoined leisure- 
liness upon the cashiers in exchanging the paper offered. Where 
formerly he had arbitrarily depreciated specie in order to enhance 
the value of paper, he now took the opposite arbitrary course of 
raising the value of specie by one-third, so that less should be required 

to meet the daily tender of bank-notes. 

He laid other plans calculated to restore credit once the 
situation had been stabilized. His hopes of winryng out were 
strengthened by the cessation of the fury of the fj.akle populace, 
which had so far spent itself that he could once more show himself 
in public without danger of being stoned. He was even seen once 
or twice at the opera in the Regent’s box. 



A few weeks, however, served to show that all hope of recovery 
was vain illusion. 

In those last throws of the gamester to retrieve what was lost, 
he was to find that d’Argenson and his party had cogged the dice 
too heavily against him before being reduced to impotence. The 
Chancellor’s edict and its revocation had so ruined the credit of the 
paper currency that no conceivable measures could restore it. 
Merchants were refusing to accept it, or if they accepted it at all 
they did so at their own valuation, and this fell so low that within 
a month of d’Argenson’s edict the louis d’or was selling for a hundred 
and twenty livres. Those who retained specie in contravention of the 
edict employed it secretly for the purchase of their requirements. 
The prices of commodities which had soared under prosperity, 
continued still to soar in adversity because of money’s loss of pur¬ 
chasing power. Bread was selling at five sous a pound, which was 
ten times its normal cost, with meat, butter, eggs and wine in 
proportion. For cloth previously purchasable at fifteen livres the 
ell, one hundred and twenty-five livres was being paid. 

This catastrophic alteration of values bore most heavily upon 
the industrious bourgeois, the backbone of the State’s prosperity in 
every age, and upon the labouring classes, which were no longer 
able to find employment. As all this became swiftly aggravated, 
producing chaos in the national life, the tide of execration against 
Law and the Regent, which for a moment had receded, rolled up 
again, storm-tossed once more when that universal misery had fully 

succeeded the universal false prosperity of a year ago. 

Obscene lampoons against the Regent became of daily publica - 
tion, and once again neither he nor Law could drive through the 
streets without being exposed to insult and to the danger of 

violence. 

At last there came a day of early autumn when after a peculiarly 
hostile demonstration against the Regent during a performance of 
Phaeton at the opera, Mr. Law confessed himself defeated and the 

game lost, and made admission of it to his brother. 

“Not only must I own defeat, but by owning it I may do a 
last servicebt^ithe Regent. I owe it to him for the loyalty with which 

he has suppBf$ed me through all.” * 

William Law was too fully and dolefully in agreement with him 

to argue, nor did he wish it, for in the pass to which things were 

come he almost found relief in this decision. 

So once more and for the last time the Laird of Lauriston 
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sought the Regent, and found him in gloomy consultation with 

“All Baron,” His Highness greeted him, “I was about to send 
for you. You will have heard what happened to me last night at the 
opera. Not the rabble this time, but men of good condition, people 
of quality, the last support remaining me in this crisis. 

t rri .. ...Unf kr!nrro m f* m^nSW0TlCll^. ,, Mf. LclW W3.S bcCOIIl* 


IS w 


ingly and si 




a iv 




l hat is the only office I can now fill with advantage to you. 

“Eh?” His Highness was startled. 

“I am here, may it please Your Highness, to resign the Comp- 


)> 


“You have taken fright, then, have you? 

The Scot’s long, noble countenance wore a melancholy smile. 
“No monseigneur, not fright. I have become poignantly aware 
that it will be in Your Highness’s best interests. Your Highness will 
announce that you have dismissed 
“I see. I am to 






A * ---g you to - , , . .. , . 

mb “The measure will be so generally approved that the lightnings 
of public wrath will be deflected from Your Highness’s head.” 
“To strike yours instead, Baron. I do r ot happen to be made of 

that kind of wood. I do not accept your resignation.” 

“Permit me to observe, monseigneur, with the utmost sub¬ 
mission, that it is as much Your Highness’s duty to accept it as it 

is mine to offer it.” 

“And you will permit me to observe, Monsieur le Baron, that 

I am not to be instructed in my duty.” ^ ^ 

Mr. Law, nevertheless, went on instructing him. “Your Highness 

stands for France. I stand only for myself, and do not matter. Once 

. , . 1 l .. .1— -ill thic 

vou have dismissed me 


Ulily lUl uau uu --- 

who am regarded as the cause of all this 

f \/H X f V VI * AAAWW W T 1 v O t « 

evil—some calm will be restored; then a reaction will follow, and 
make it possible to carry out the plan I have outlined, and others 
which your Council will be able to devise, for restoring older. 

The Regent pondered gloomily. “Devil take it, I am to pla\ 
the coward, then; cast all the blame upon you, and shelter m^scl 
behind you. That is the sum of your advice. Eh bien, myjdear Baron, 
it is not how I conceive it. The responsibility is equally mine. 

“Not equally, monseigneur. The application the system 
devolved solely upon me, and I am guilty of two miscalculations. 
The first was not to have provided against the speculative buying o 
the India Company’s stock be ore the State creditors had been 


given the opportunity to acquire it. The second wa 
foreseen how frenziedly the greed of not t0 Mve 

stock once speculation" in lt®S T u° P that 

precipitated this ruin was beyond my wntrdBn l ? has 

those two errors and perhaps others, it is possible,hatm 1 -S nUti 
have been denied opportunity In tim^ tiT i ^ . 11 " Wl ^ would 

might have become, as I still confidend^K ?. ltatl °” 0 ^^ ou isi an a 
source of inexhaustible weaS ® beheVe that « will, a 

The Regent looked at Dubois, dull-eyed. ■ 


this 


Can 


The Archbishop’s lean face' ^“S^Since Your H' h 
asks me, I do not hesitate to rav . 1 ,„, , Y ° u r Highness 

Monsieur Lass has supplied—nobly supplied H 1 ! d ° nothing else - 

* word *at cuts this Gordian knot.^ hfpltf 0^1^ 
duty to France asks no less.” ^ 1 monseigneur s 

expeme-RurWriSnoh?Ir SOme ^habitation at the Baron’s 

l^ff tiirn ^ • oecome of him? Not even his life mav be 

force of public hatred may £ Wd^upo^’’ “* ^ ^ ^ 

it. MyVroAer ThoT^ m °“ eis ” eur - 1 s . ha11 “°t be here to meet 
execration in which I amTow held! wil! rSntr as long^ur 

a momenH^kr u ? Uk Bank -” He paused 


, whilst the Regent, with rumpled brow .7, , 
gloomily before him. Then he resumed. “Because of slanders that 

PliZZiZ^r l am §0n , e> Y0Ur will bear whh me 

no ,h d * ‘ wlulst 1 have made the fortunes of many I have taken 

nrol! 1 H Sh k for my 0WI }‘ Wlth °PP or tunities to enrich myself such as 
probably have never been afforded to any man, I will ask Your 

Highness to beheye that I have not placed a single louis out of 

France. The Bank s reserve of gold will prove it. Such wealth as I 

have acquired here, which, apart from my lands of Guermande, 
may amount to some ten millions. I Imw 


A ^ «^au Hum my iana: 

may amount to some ten millions, I leave behind. 

Ah, that, noi the Regent impulsively protested. “So much 

A #"* T A ) ) 


is not necessary, my dear Lass.” 

Most necessary, Highness, for my honour. It will remain in 
order to shield me from defamation.” 

Sadly the Regent bowed his head, and for a moment there was 
silence. If I let you go,” he said at last, “it is in the hope that I may 
ieca 1 you once all this has died down, once order is restored, once 
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of Louisiana, due to your enterprise, shall 


epaired our finances. You see, my inena, he ended on a sad smile, 
‘I still have faith in you.” 

He stood up, and held out his hand. Mr. Law accepted it and 

‘ My heart is full of gratitude for those words. 


his 


Then 


commanding, he added: “Whenever Your Highness thinks that I 

may serve you, a word will bring me. 

But his smile as he spoke was sardonic, for he was too fully 
assured that his repute could never survive the full discredit which 
he now invited in payment of his debt to a prince who had so fully 

trusted him. 


CHAPTER XXX 


THE PASSPORT 


II e sat once more, at dusk, in that spacious, lofty, handsome room 
of his, panelled in dark Cordovan leather, between pilasters with 
gilded capitals, enriched by its choice pictures and sumptuous 
furnishings, whilst a mob, athirst for his blood, now that he was 
stripped of all his greatness, howled bestially under his windows, 
held at bay only by the Regent’s musketeers. For word had gone 
forth that he was dismissed with ignominy—flung to the lions, in 
the Regent’s own words—and the leonine rabble, regarding him as 
a legitimate prey, w r as avid to avenge upon him the ruin and misery 
of Franco. 


With him, pale and uneasy, were William Law, his secretary 
Lacroix, a confidential clerk from the bank named Normand, who 
had taken McWhirter’s place, and the directors of the two principal 
amalgamated companies. They were receiving his final instructions, 
which he delivered pacing the long chamber, his shoulders bowed, 
his hands behind his back. 

When the last word on the subject of finance w r as spoken, 
Lacroix, Norman and the others took a distressed, affectionate 
leave of him, and the brothers were left alone together. 

“And so, Will, we reach the end. An ignoble end. By way of the 
Capital we come to the Tarpcian Rock. It may be that I should 
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have gi y en heed to the geese when they cackled their warn - 
may be that I sought to grasp more than a man mav hoM-T r 
should have remained content, as you bested me Jlth a' n ' 3 ', 1 
and not sought the manipulation of a country’s conferee 
possible that d Argenson said no more than fa true Xn he a 


think 

William, watching him, listening in distress, was too eenerom 
°.,f7 h ,f the e " d was no more than he had foreseen. “Conjecture 

it to me to clear things up for the best.” Y 7 J 

His brother paused in his pacing to lay an affectionate hand 

upon his shoulder. “God knows. Will, I am sorry to leave you the 
burden of this last task.” y the 

n ° Ch ? ic f’ a " d you need take no thought for me. 


<C 


What 


. - ‘ --wim yoursr uur concern 

now is how to get you away. You hear those infernal wolves. How 

ey ve changed their howl since a year ago, when they packed the 

street to shout ‘Long live Monsieur Lass!’ Given the chance they’ll 
eat you alive. y 


‘‘Faith, it might be best. 
And Catherine?” 




Mr. Law turned away with a gesture of helplessness. “Best for 

her, too, poor soul. Prosperous, the master of fortune, I was of little 
account —c - . - - 


Broken, I shall be of none.” 


“You make too 



, John.” 


We judge 




So we do. But how much may you not have contributed to 
that past? X have urged you more than once to ask yourself.’* 

“And I have been asking myself just that. Making an examina¬ 
tion of conscience, as they say in the faith which I embraced for 
worldly advantage. But I haven’t found the answer. And now there 

are more urgent matters to engage us. Wc haven’t much time. Let 
us come to the essentials.” 


more deliberate. 


When 


known that I have gone, this siege will cease and 

. . . she has her jewels^ 


Catherine’s way will be clear. For the rest 
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Their value is considerable. There is this palace. Wistfully he 
looked round at the room’s opulent appointments which he had 
assembled with such appreciative care, to render it a mirror of his 
own fastidious mind. “Then there is the property of Guermande. It 
is all that I am asking the Regent to allow me to retain, so that I 
may make some provision for her. When sold the proceeds should 
not be negligible. There are the children, too. God knows l am no 
more of a su cce ss as a father than as a husband or a financier. 

“And you, John? What provision have you made for your¬ 
self?” . . 

Mr. Law shrugged. “I take with me eight hundred louis in gold. 

More than enough for immediate needs.” 

“And after that?” William spoke in dismay. 

“Perhaps Madame Fortune will provide, unless she has now 
jilted me for good and all. Anyway, it is all that I take away of the 
two millions that I brought to France. I still have my wits, though, 

from what has happened, you may doubt it.” 

William’s glance was sorrowful. “Are you to go back to your 

gamester’s trade?” 

“When did I relinquish it?” 

“But to live by the turn of a card, the fall of the dice!” 

“Always provided that I get away with my life. If I don’t I shall 
be spared the trouble. And there is one thing I forgot. I am without 
a passport. Obtain me one to-morrow from His Highness, and send 
it after me to Guermande. I’ll stay there till it comes.” 

He slipped away late that night, after the mob, growm tired of 

its bloodthirsty clamour, had gone home to bed. 

Despite William’s earnest pleading, he took no leave ot 
Catherine, fearing emotional remonstrances, judging it best for 
both of them in all the circumstances. She did not even know that 


he had gone until the following morning, when William handed her 
the letter her husband had left for her, in which he sued her pardon 
for his past shortcomings and for all the distress with which, by the 


malignity of fortune, he w r as now 7 visiting her. 

She wept as she read, and wild and stormy were 
braidiners of William for not bavin? warned her of his 


her up- 
brother’s 


intentions. 




tJi&t should enable him to leave PVo j 

travels. He remembered how CathenW g ° ° nCC m ° re upon his 

Wandering Jew. This time at leaVT t,7 l mamed t0 the 

grievance that he dragged her with h?’ r W ? ud s P are her the 
He thought nfh. J! , ., Cr ,'TJ* hu «.from land to land. 


time 


wistfulness 


been haVe bcen had 

surprised himself by the sense of Inn el 6 t WU ^ ^ er * a ^ most 

children brought him A ftiinr * n a ^ sence of wife and 

a* a husband ^nd a fouferlhathe^ he ^ hkaK ^ U was 

scarcely in her tSad Le^eht ^ ^ ^ h!s ^ 

height merely to cast them down agai^into obscurity 
day-dream S of r se S eHnv° M meSS ‘r luS gro P in § for a future the 

mind, it scarcely now presented itself in the o- u i se 0 f a temntatinn 

Pnde alone would have forbidden him to go empty-handed to one 

Lst W mX e r he ,r h J S ^ WCTe fuI1 h" had*not dared It the 
rp, offer himself. But there was more than pride to forbid it 

toTe' builf 6mem ° ry f ‘l 1056WOrds ofhers > that happiness is not 

r f ret ’ 7“ if attainable > would bring Catherine 
laS-afe^ vanity. Y ’ “ ^ he might have su PP 0Sed . of 

Ae w7 1116 uf eve “ ng ° fh!s third da y of waiting at Guermande 
dr,Z r°r y pa , Cm f. *? terrace when a great travelling carriage 

pj r Splendld horses > carae swa yi n g through the now 

He stood still in the chill air, puzzled, to watch its approach. 

As it swept to a halt at the foot of the terrace steps, he made out 

on its Panels the arms of the Duke of Bourbon, and his wonder was 

increased. The postilions drew rein, the single footman swung 

himself to the ground to open the door and let down the step, and 

then his amazement reached its climax as he watched Catherine 
alight, followed by the two children. 

For a moment he stood as if petrified. Then, when light and 
issom as a young girl she sprang up the steps, he roused himself, and 
hurried half-way down to meet her. He caught her by the shoulders 
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and whilst she was between laughter and tears he showed her a face 

that was drawn with pain. 

“Catherine! Why are you here?” 

“To bring you your passport,” she answered lightly, as if it 
were a jest. 

“Was that necessary? Would not a courier have served?” His 
tone was gently reproachful. “It was to spare us this—to spare 
both of us—that I left without farewells. Now.. .. Oh, but come in, 
come in. It is cold and you will be tired. I will call Grandval.” 

Confused, bewildered, he moved towards the house, the children, 
two well-grown striplings, clinging to him, one on each side, and 
Catherine keeping pace with them. The footman followed with valises. 

She was telling him that the Duke of Bourbon, like a true 
friend, of which few remained them, had sent his travelling carriage 
as a parting gift to John Law. But to this, his mind in travail, he 

scarcely gave heed. 

The elderly Grandval and his buxom wife came hastening to 


meet them and to take his orders. 

At last, in the rather sombre hall of the chateau, with its 
ponderous Louis XIII furnishings, the children having been carried 
off in the care of Grandyal’s wife, he and Catherine faced each 
other, and with a hand that shook she proffered him a parchment. 
“The passport,” she said, and her quivering voice broke on the 

word, her eyes watched him anxiously. 

He. took it, and put her in a high-backed chair beside the 

massive oak table. Infected by her malaise, he was at a loss for 
words. “I think,” he said at last, because he must say something, 
“that you always loved Gucrmande. It is dull now. But in spring 
raid summer you know how beautiful it can be. I hope that you will 
he happy here. If not, you can sell it. It is yours. It . . . it is all 
that remained me in France, or anywhere. Not much after what has 
been, what might have been. But. . . .” 

“Far more than I need. More than I want,” she answered him. 
“It is not only at this time of year that I should find it dull. Dull and 
lonely. Very lonely.” She rested her head against the back of the 
t hair, and closed her eyes as if in w eariness of body and of soul. She 
was very white, her travelling cloak had fallen open, and under the 
muslin fichu her bosom rose and fell in deepening agitation. 

He considered her with wistful concern. “\ou are tired,” he 
.-id. “A glass of wine will revive you. Grandval will be bringing it.” 

He unfolded the parchment, and to scan it in the fading daylight 



Kr.'a 

** not m y right?” 

to claim at s S uch a^me?”^' ^ that ^ wouW i*h 

me to C r d 5 ength - ,,The time abov « all entitled 

I do not ch^e^S’.^ br ° Ught y ° U ^ P«W 


down 


~ — ^»u V1 vcu dn oaa com] 

thought, to weep without grimacing. 

“VniT toM Will_»> -i _ - 


gift 


were , l„ ,„u J ' ^ ^ °”’ that a11 that I l°Ved in you 

cruel Mn^ d °r S Y °u pr ° vld e d ' Xt was the crueli <^ of mLy 

things you have thought of me, and the most unjust. I am 

hJ Jt-^ 0 ,!fJ t '„„ v n r lna ****** tone > she ■*«» him, as she 


Amsterdam 


What 


John 


then because I thought that you must need a woman’s breast to 
weep on. And that is why I come to you now. But for your distress 

Sit thie nnn nt _ t i i « « ^ 


thank 


)) 


Joh 


taken us. For it gives me this opportunity to prove your error 
Very softly, she ended: “If you want me T ’ 
travels together again. If not. ...” 

He sank to his knees beside her and put his head in her lap. He, 
too, was weeping. 



ALLAMA IQBAL LIBRARY 


THE EXD 



14843 





















THE JAMMU & KASHMIR UNIVERSITY 

LIBRARY. 

DATE LOAND 


Class No*_Book No 



Accession No. 























